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NOTICE. 



"W'ERY many ai^lications having been received for 
the Plays of Sheridan and Goldsntithy uniform 
with those c/L Shakespeare in the Miniature Library 
of the Poets. Ihe publishers are induced to add them 
to that seri^MUid hope they will meet with the same 
cordial approval as the previous volumes, of which 
considerably more than a quarter of a million have 
already been sold. 

The present edition contains the Poems of Gold- 
smithy in addition to his plays, and ail the Plays of 
Sheridan that can be properly called his. It is true 
that Pizarro and the Trip to Scarborough usually 
appear as part of the Dramatic fVorhs of Sheridan^ 
but as the former is simply a translation and adapta- 
tion from Kotzebue, and the latter a version of Van- 
brugh's first play, The Relapse^ under another title, 
neither of them can be strictly said to belong to 
Sheridan's Works. The publishers have therefore 
omitted these two plays, both on this ground and 
because they are greatly inferior to the others and 
are rarely acted or read. They have also omitted 
The Camp, which had only a passing interest, and 
added nothing to the author's reputation. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 

AS ORIGINALLY PERFORMBD AT COVBNT-GARDBN. 

Sir Anthony absolute .. ..Mr. Shuter. 

Captain ABSOLUTS Mr. Woodward. 

Faulkland Mr. Lewis. 

ACRBS Mr. Quick. 

SIR LUCIUS OTrigger ..Mr. Lee. 

Fag Mr. Lee Lewet. 

David Mr. DunstaL 

Coachman Mr. Fearon. 

MRS. MALAPROP Mrs. Green. 

LYDiA Languish Miss Barsanti. 

Julia Mrs. BuUdey. 

LUCY Mrs. Lessingliam. 

Maid, Boy, Servants, &c. 
SCENE : Bath, Time nf actioru/tvt hours. 
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PROLOGUE BY THE AUTHOR. 

8P0ICBN BY MB. WOODWARD AMD MR. QUICK. 



Enter Sbrjbant-at-law, and Attoksby /olio wing^, 
andgtznttg a Paper, 

Serf. What 's here ! a vile cramp hand ! I cannot see 
Without my spectacles. 

Att* He means his fee. 

Nay, Mr. Serjeant, good sir, try again. [Gives money. 

Sety. The scrawl improves ! [more\. Oh, come, 't is 
pretty plain. 
Eh ! how 's this 7 Dibble ! sure it Cannot be ! 
A poet's brief ! a poet and a fee! 

Att. And if the fee offends, your wrath should fall 
On me. 

Sefy\ Dear Dibble, no offence at all. 

Att, Some sons of Phoebus in the courts we meet, 

Sety. And fifty sons of Phoebus in the Fleet 1 

Att. Nor pleads he worse, who with a decent sprig 
Of bays adorns his legal waste of wig. 

Serf. Full-bottomed heroes thus, on signs, unfurl 
A leaf of laurel in a grove of curl !■ 
Yet tell your client that, in adverse days. 
This wig is warmer than a bush of bays. 

Att. Do you, then, sir, my client's place supplj^^^ 
Pkofuse of robe, and prodigal of tie— 
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X4 SHERIDAN. 

Do yon, with all those blushing powers of face. 

And wonted bashful hesitating grace, 

Rise in the court, and flourish on the case. [Exit, 

Serf, For practice then suppose— thb brief will 
show it — 
Me, Serjeant Woodward, counsel for the poet. 
Used to the ground, I know 't is hard to deal 
With this dread court, from whence there 's no appeal ; 
No tricking here to blunt the edge of law, 
Or, damned in equity, escape by flaw ; 
But judgment given, your sentence must remain ; 
No writ of error lies — to Drury Lane 1 

Yet when so kind you seem, 't is past dispute 
We gain some favour, if not costs of suit. 
No spleen 4s here ! I see no hoarded fury ; 
I think I never faced a milder jury 1 
Sad else our plight, where frowns are transportation, 
A hiss the gallows, and a groan damnation 1 
But such the public candour, without fear 
My client waives all right of challenge here. 
No newsman from our session is dismissed. 
Nor wit nor critic we scratch off the Kst ; 
His faults can never hurt another's ease, 
His crime, at worst, a bad attempt to please : 
Thus, all respecting, he appeals to all. 
And by the general voice will stand or falL 



by Google 



PROLOGUE BY THE AUTHOR. 

SPOKBN ON THB TSNTH NIGHT, BY MKS. BULKLEY. 



GsANTBD our cause, oar suit and trial o*er, 
The worthy Serjeant need appear no more: 
In pleasing I a different client choose, 
He served the Poet, I would serve the Muse. 
Like him, I '11 try to merit your applause, 
A female counsel in a female's cause. 
Look on this form,* where Humour, quaint and sly, 
Dimples the cheek, and points the beaming eye : 
Where gay Invention seems to boast its wiles 
In amorous hint, and half-triumphant smiles ; 
While her light mask or covers Satire's strokes, 
Or hides the conscious blush her wit provokes. 
Look on her well— does she seem formed to teach? 
Should you expect to hear this lady preach ? 
Is gray experience suited to her youth? 
Do solemn sentiments become that mouth ? 
Bid her be grave, those lips should rebel prove 
To every theme that slanders mirth or love. 

Yet thus adorned with every graceful art 
To charm the fancy and yet reach the heart— 
Must we displace her ? And instead advance 
The Goddess of the wofiil countenance — 

* Polntiiij^ to the figure of Comedy. 
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The sentimental Muse 1 Her emblems view 
The Pilgrim* s Progress, and a sprig of rue I 
View her— too chaste to look like flesh and blood- 
Primly portrayed on emblematic wood I 
There fixed in usurpaticm should she stand. 
She '11 snatch the dagger from her sister's hand : 
And having made her vot'ries weep a flood, 
Good heaven ! she 11 end her comedies in blood — 
Bid Harry Woodward break poor Dunstal's crown t 
Imprison Quick, and knock Ned Shuter down ; 
While sad Barsanti, weeping o'er the scene. 
Shall stab herself, or poison Mrs. Green. 

Such dire encroachments to prevent in time, 
Demands the critic's voice — ^the poet's rhyme. 
Can our light scenes add strength to holy laws ! 
Such puny patronage but hurts the cause: 
Fair Virtue scorns our feeble aid to ask ; 
And moral Truth disdains the trickster's mask. 
For here their &v'rite stands,* whose brow, severe 
And sad, claims Youth's respect, and Pity's tear ; 
Who, when oppressed by foes her worth creates. 
Can point a poniard at the Guilt she hates. 

• Pointing to Tragedy. 
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ACT I. 

SCBNB I. A Street at Bath. 

Coachman crosses the stage. Enter Fag, looking 
after him. 

Fag. What ! Thomas ! Sur^ 'tis he? What ! Thomas I 
Thomas! 

Coach, £h I Odd's life I Mr. Fag, give us your 
hand, my old fellow'servant. 

Ftsg. Exctise my glove, Thomas ; I 'm devilish glad 
to see you, my lad : why, my prince of charioteers, you 
look so hearty; but who the deuce thought of seeing 
3rou in Bath? 

Coach. Sure, master. Madam Julia, Harry, Mis. 
Kate, and the postillion, be all come. 

Fag. Indeed I 

Coach. Ay ! master thought another fit of the gout 
was coming to make him a visit; so he'd a mind to 
gi't th)e slip, and whip ! we were all oflf at an hour's 
warning. 

Ft^^, Ay, ay I hasty in every thing, or it would not 
be Sir Anthony Absolute ! 

Coach. But tell us, Mr. Fag, how does jronng master? 
Odd! Sir Anthony will stare to see the captain here ! 
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Fag. I do not serve Captain Absolute now. 

Coach, Why, sure 1 

Fag, At present I am employed by Ensign Beverley. 

Coach. I doubt, Mr. Fag, you havn't changed for 
the better. 

Fag. I have not changed, Thomas. 

Coach, No ! why didn't you say yo\i had left young 
master? 

Fag. No. ^Well, honest Thomas, I must puzzle 

you no farther: briefly then— Captain Absolute and 
Ensign Beverley are one and the same person. 

Coach. The devil they are 1 Do tell us, Mr. Fag, 
the meaning on 't. 

Fag. You '11 be secret, Thomas? 

Coach. As a coach-horse. 

Feig. Why then the cause of all this is— Lovk, — 
Love, Thomas, who (as you may get read to you) has 
been a masquerader ever since the days of Jupiter. 

Coach, But pray, why does your master pass only 
for ensignf now, iif he had shammed general in- 
deed 

Fag. Ah, Thomas, there lays the mystery o' the 
matter. Hark'ee, Thomas, my master is in love with 
a lady of a very singular taste : a lady who likes him 
better as a half-pay frutgn^ than if she knew he was 
son and heir to Sir Anthony Absolute, a baronet of 
three thousand a year. 

Coach. That is an odd taste indeed I but has she got 
the stuff, Mr. Fag ? is she rich, eh ? 

Fag. Rich ! why, I believe she owns half the 'stocks I 
2^unds 1 Thomas, she could pay the national debt as 
easily as I could my washerwoman I She has a lap-dof^ 
that eats out of gold— she feeds her parrot with small 
jl^y^t— «nd all her thread-papers are made of bank- 
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Coaek, Bravo, faith! Odd! I vraarant she has a 
set of thousands at kast : but does she draw kindly 
with the captain 7 

Fag* As fond as pigeons. 

Coach. May one hear her name? 

Fag. Miss Lydia Lslnguish. But tiierc is an old 
tough aunt in the way; though, by the by, she hais 
never seen my master— for he got acquainted with miss 
while on a visit in Gloucestershire. 

Coach. Well, I wish they were once harnessed to- 
gether in matrimony. But pray, Mr. Fag, what kind 
of a place b this Bath? I ha' heard a great deal of it 
— ^here 's a mort o' merry-making, eh ? 

Fag. Pretty well, Thomas, pretty well— 'tis a good 
lounge ; but damn the place, I 'm tired of it : their 
regular hours stuinfy me — ^not a fiddle or a card after 
eleven ! However, Mr. Faulkland's gentleman and I 
keep it up a little in private parties ; I '11 introduce you 
there, Thomas — ^you'll like him much. But, Thomas, 
you must polish a little-^indeed you must. Here now 
— this wig ! what the devil do you do with a wig, 
Thomas ? None of the London whips of any degree of 
ion wear wigs now. 

Coach. More's the pity! more's the pity, I say- 
Odd's life I when I heard how the lawyers and doctors 
had took to their own hair, I thought how 't would go 
next. Odd rabbit it, when the fashion had got foot on 
the Bar, I guessed 'twould mount to the Box! but 'tis 
all out of character, believe me, Mr. Fag : and look ye, 
I '11 never give up mine— the lawyers and doctors may 
do as they will. 

Fag, Well, Thomas, we 11 not quarrel about that. 
But hold, mark— mark, Thomas ! 

Coach. Zooks! 'tis the captam. Is that the lady 
mth him? 
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Fag. No, no! that U Madam Lucy, my master's 
mistress's maid ; they lodge at that house, but I must 
after him to tell him the news. 

Coach, Odd, he's giving her money I well, Mr. 
Fag. 

Fag, Good-bye, Thomas. I have an appointment in 
Gyde's Porch this evening at eight ; meet me there, 
and we '11 make a little party. lExtuni severally. 

ScBNB II. A Dressing-room in Mrs. Malaprop's 
Lodgings. 

LvDiA Languish sitting on a sqfa^ with a booh in her 
hand; Lucv, eu Just returned from a message. 

Lucy. Indeed, ma'am, I traversed half the town in 
search of it ; I dont believe there 's a circulating library 
in Bath I havn't been at. 

Lydia. And could not get The Revtard of Con- 
stancy t 

Lucy. No, indeed, ma'am. 

Lydia, Nor The Fatal Connexion f 

Lucy. No, indeed, ma'am. 

Lydia, Nor The Mistakes of the Heart f 

Lucy. Ma'am, as ill luck would have it, Mr. Bull 
said Miss Sukey Saunter had just fetched it away. 

Lydia. Heigho ! Did you inquire for The Delicate 
Distress t 

Lucy. Or The Memoirs qf Lady Woodford f Yes, 
indeed, ma'am, I asked everywhere for it ; and I might 
have brought it from Mr. Frederick's, but Lady Slattern 
Lounger, who had just sent it home, had so soiled and 
dog's-eared it, it wasn't fit for a Christian to read. 

Lydia. Heigho 1 Yes, I always know when Lady 
Slattern has been before me ; she has a most observing 
I and, I believe, cherishes her nails for the con- 
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ir«nienoe of making maxBinal notes. Well, child, what 
have you brought me? 

Lucy, Oh, here, ma'am t \Taking books from under 
her cloaM and from her pockets."] This is The Man of 
FteUngt and this Peregrine Pickle, Here are The 
Tears of Sensibility, and Humphry Clinker, 

Lydia. Hold ! here 's some one coming— quick, see 

who it is [Exit Lucy, 

Surdjr I heard my cousin Julia's voice ! 

Snier Lucv. 

Lucy, Ludt ma'am, here is Miss Melville t 
Lydia. Is it possible ! 

Snier Julia. 

Lydia, My dearest Julia, how delighted am I! 
{Embrace.'] How unexpected was this happiness I 

yuHa. True, Lydia, and our pleasure is the greater ; 
bat what has been the matter? yoa were denied to me 
at first. 

Lydia, Ah, Julia, I have a thousand things to tell 
yoa! but first inform me what has conjured you to 
Bath T Is Sir Anthony here ? 

yu^€t. He is ; we arrived within this hour, and I 
suppose he will be here to wait on Mrs. Malaprop as 
soon as he is dressed. 

Lydia. Then, before we are interrupted, let me 
impart to you some of my distress. I know your 
gentle nature will sympathin with me, though your 
prudence may condemn me. My letters have informed 
you of my whole connecticm with Beverley; but I have 
lost him, Julia. My aunt has discovered our intercourse 
by a note she intercepted, and has confined me ever 
nnce. Yet, would you believe it? she has folk w 
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absolotdlr ia lbv« with a tall Irish barooet she met one 
night since we have been here, at Lady llacahuffle's 
rout 

yuUa, You jest, Lydia 1 

Lydia, No, upon my vmrA. She really carries on 
a kind of correspondence with him, under a feigned 
name though, till ^c choosea to be known to him ; but 
it is a. Delia, or a Celia, I assure you. 

yulia. Then, sorely she Is now nmre indulgent to 
her niece? 

Lydia, Quite the contrsury. Since she has dis- 
covered hg: own frailty, she is become more suspidous 
of mine. Then I must inform you of another plague. 
That odious Acres is to be in Bath to-day, so that, I 
protest, I shall be teased out of all spirits. 

yulia. Come, come, Lydia, hope for the best. Sir 
Anthony diall use his interest with Mrs. Malaprop. 

Lydia, But you have not heard the worst. Unfor- 
tunately I had quarrelled with my poor Beverley just 
before my aunt made the discovery, and I have not 
seen him since to make it up. 

yuUa, What was his offence ? 

Lydia. Nothing at all. But, I dont know how it 
was, as often as we had been together, we had never 
had a quarrel. And, somehow, I was afraid he would 
never give me an opportunity. So last Thursday I 
wrote a letter to myself, to inform myself that Beverley 
was at that time paying his addresses to another 
woman. I signed it, "Your Friend Unknown," showed 
it to Beverley, charged him with his falsehood, put 
myself in a violent passion, and vowed I 'd never see 
him more. 

Julia, And 3roa let him depart ao, and have not 
seen him since T 

^ •^ia, Twas. the neJEt day my. aunt found tho 

Digitized by Google 



THB RIVALS. as 

matter oat I inteadad only to have teaced him three 
days and a half, and now I 've lost him for ever. 

yuHoh If he is as deserving and sincere as you 
have represented him to me, he will never give ytm up 
so. Yet constder, Lydia, you tell me he is but an 
ensign, and yon have thirty, thousand pounds ! 

Lydia, But, you know, I lose most of my fortune 
if I marry without my aunt's consent UU of age ; and 
that is what 1 have determined to do ever since I knew 
the penalty; nor could I love the man who would wish 
to wait a day for the akemative. 

yulitt. Nay, thu is caprice. 

Lydia* What, does JuUa tax me with caprice T I 
thought her lover Faulkland had inured her to it. 

ymUa, I do not love eyen his faults. 

Lydia* But apropos! You have sent to him, I 
suppose? 

yulia. Not yet, upon my word; nor has he the 
least idea of my being in Itath. Sir Anthony's resolu- 
tion was,$o sudden I could not inform him of it. 

Lydia. Well, Julia, you are your own mistress. 
though under the protection of Sir Anthony ; yet have 
you, for this long year, been a slave to the caprice, the 
whim, the jealousy of this ungrateful Faulkland, who 
will ever delay assmning the right of a husband, while 
you suffer him to be equally imperious as a lover. 

Julia, Nay, you are wrong entirely. We were 
contracted before my father's death. That and some 
consequent embarrassments have delayed what I know 
to be my Faulkland's most ardent wish. He is too 
generous to trifle on such a point ; and, for his character, 
you wrong him there too. No, Lydia; he is too proud, 
teo noble, to be jealous. If he is captious, 't is without 
dissembling ; if fretful, without rudeness. Unused to 
the fepperjesof lovt, l«e is negligent of the little dp** 
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expected from a lover. This temper, I most own, 
has cost me many unhappy hours ; but I have learned ■ 
to think myself his debtor for those imperfections which 
arise from the ardour of his attachment. 

Lydia, Well, I cannot blame you for defendbg 
him. But tell me candidly, Julia— had he never saved 
your lifie, do you think you should have been attached 
to him as you are? Believe me, the rude Uast that 
overset your boat was a prosperous gale of love to 
him. 

yulia. Gratitude may have strengthened my attach* 
ment to Mr. Faulkland ; but I loved him before he had 
preserved me ; yet surely that alone were an obligation 
sufficient 

Lydia, Obligation! Why a water -spaniel would 
have done as much. Well, I should never think of 
giving my heart to a man because 1^ could swim. 
What's here? 

Enter Lucy, in a kurrf, 

Lucy. Oh, ma'am, here is Sir Anthony Absolute, 
just come home with your aunt ! 

Lydia, They'll not come here. Lucy, do yoa 
watch. {Exit Lucy, 

yulia. Yet T must go ; Sir Anthony does not know 
I am here, and if we meet, he 11 detain me, to show 
me the town. I '11 take another opportunity of paying 
my respects to Mrs. Malaprop, when she shall treat me 
as long as she chooses with her select words, so 
ingeniously misapplied without being mispronounced. 

BnUr Lucy. 
Lucy. O Ittd, ma'am; they are both coming np» 
stairs 1 
Lydi€u Well, 1 11 not detain yocu Adieu, my dear 
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Julia; I am sore you are in haste to send to Faulkland. 
There, through my room you H find another staircase. 
yulia, Adien. [Exit, 

Lydia. Here, my dear Lucy, hide these hooks. 
Quick, quick! Fling Peregrine Pickle under the 
toilet, tlmyw Roderick Random into the closet, put 
Th€ Ifuufceni Adultery mto Tke Whale Duty o/Man, 
thrust L(mi Aimworth under the sofa, cram Ovid 
helund the holster; there— put Tke Man of Feeling" 
mto your pocket ! Now for them. 

Enter Mrs. Malaprop and Sir Anthony 
Absoluts. 

Mrt, M, There, Sir Anthony, there sits the deliberate 
simpleton, who wants to disgrace her family, and lavish 
herself on a fellow not worth a shilling. 

Lydia. Madam, I thought you once 

Mrs, M, You thought, miss! I dont know any 
business you have to think at all. Thought does not 
become a young woman. But the point we would 
request of you is, that you will jMromise to forget this 
fellow — to illiterate him, I say, from your memory. 

Lydia. Ah, madam, our memories are independent 
of our wilL It is not so easy to forget. 

Mrs, M, But I say it is, miss! There is nothing 
on earth so easy as to forget, if a person chooses to set 
about it. I 'm sure I have as much forgot yarn poor 
dear unde as if he had never existed, and I thought it 
my duty so to do; and let me tell you, Lydia, these 
violent memories dont become a young woman. 

Sir A, Why, sure, she wont pretend to remember 
what she's ordered not! Ay, this comes of her 
reading. 

Lydia, What crime, madam, have I committed to 
be treated thusT 
•U C o„.,zedwGoogIe 
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Mrs. M, Now dont attempt to extirpate yourself 
from the matter. You know I have proof rontrovertible 
of it. But, tell me, will you promise to do as you 're 
bid? Will yon ^ke a husband of ywx friends' 
choosing? 

Lydia, Madam, I must tell you plainly that, had I 
no preference fcur any one else, the choice you have 
made would be my aversion. 

Mrs. M. What business have you, miss, with pre- 
ference and aversion ? They dont become a young 
woman ; and you ought to know that, as both always 
wear <^, 'tis safest in matrim(»iy to begin with a little 
aversion. I am sure I hated your poor dear unde 
before marriage as if he had been a blackamoor, and 
yet, miss, you are sensible what a wife I made ; and 
when it pleased heaven to release me from him, 'tis un- 
known what tears I shed. But suppose we were going 
to give you another choice, will you promise us tp give 
up this Beverley 7 

Lydia, Could I belie my thoughts so far as to give 
that promise, my actions would certainly as far belie 
my words. 

Mrs, M, Take jrourself to your room. You are fit 
company for nothing but your own ill humours. 

Lydia, Willingly, ma'am ; I cannot change for the 
worse. \ExiU 

Mrs. M. There 's a little intricate hussy for you 1 

Sir A. It is not to be wondered at, ma'am ; all this 
is the natural consequence of teaching girls to read. In 
my way hither, Mrs. Malaprop, I observed your niece's 
maid coming forth from a circulating library ; she. had 
a book in each hand— they were half-bound volumes, 
with marble covers. Prom that moment I guessed how 
full of duty I should see her mistress ! 
-^ MfTs. M. Those are vile places, indeed! 
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Sir A, M«dam, a circulating library in a town b 
an evexsreen tree of diabolical knowledge 1 It blossoms 
through the year ! And, depend on it» Mrs. Malaprop, 
(hat they who are so fond of handling the leaves will 
long for the fruit at last. 

Mrs. M. Fie, fie, Sijr Anthony 1 yoo surely speak 
tnfonicaUy. 

Sir A. Why, Mrs. Malaprop, in moderation, now, 
what would you have a woman know? 

Mrs. M. Observe rae. Sir Anthony — I would by no 
means wish a daughter of mine to be a progeny of 
learning; I dont think so much learning becomes a 
young woman ; for instaace^-I would never let her 
meddle with Greek, or Hebrew, or algebra, or simony, 
or fluxions, or paradoxes, or such inflammatory 
branches of learning: nor would it be necessary for her 
to handle any of your mathematical, astronomical, 
diabolical instruments ; but, Sir Anthony, I would send 
her, St nine years old, to a boarding-school, in order to 
learn a little ingenuity and artifice. Then, sir, she 
should have a supercilious knowledge in accounts ; and, 
^ she grew up, I would have her instructed in geome. 
try, that she might know something of the contagious 
countries. This, Sir Anthony, is what I would have a 
woman know ; and I dont think there is a superstitious 
article in it. 

Sir A. Well, well, Mrs. Malaprop, I will dispute 
(he point no further with you ; though I must confess, 
that you are a truly moderate and polite arguer, for 
almo^ every third word you say is on my side of the 
question. But, Mrs. Malaprop, to the more important 
point in debate,— you say you have no objection to my 
proposal? 

Mrs. Jf. None, I assure you. I am under no posi- 
tive engagement with Mr. Acres ; and as Lydia is so 
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obstinate agunst him, perhaps your son may have 
better success. 

Sir A. Well, madam, I will write for the boy 
directly. He knows not a syllable of this yet, though 
I have for some time had the proposal in my head. He 
is at present with his regiment. 

Mrs. M. We have never seen your son, Sir Anthony ; 
but I hope no objection on his side. 

Sir A. Objection ! let him object if he dare ! No, 
no. Mrs. Malaprop; Jack knows that the least demur 
puts me in a frenzy directly. My process was alwa]^ 
very simple — in their younger days, *twas, "Jack, do 
this." If he demurred, I' knocked him down;. and if 
he grumbled at that, I always sent him out ofithe room. 

Mrs. M. Ay, and the properest way, o' my con- 
science! Nothing is so conciliating to young people 
as severity. Well, Sir Anthony, I shall give Mr. Acres 
his dischairge, and prepare Lydia to receive your son's 
invocations ; and I h<qpe you will represent her to the 
captain as an object not altogether illegible. 

^'iV A. Madam, I will handle the subject prudently. 
Well, I must leave you; and let me beg you, Mrs. 
Malaprop, to enforce this matter roundly to the girl — 
take my advice, keep a tight hand— if she rejects this 
proposal, clap her under lock and key; and if you were 
just to let the servants forget to bring her her dinner 
for three or four days, you cant conceive how she'd 
come about. [Exit, 

Mrs. M. Well, at any rate, I shall be glad to get 
her from under my intuition. She has somehow dis- 
covered my partiality for Sir Lucius O'Trigger. Sure 
Lucy cant have betrayed me ! No, the girl is such a 
simpleton, I should have made her confess it. Lucy ! 
Lucy ! [Calls.'] Had she been one of your artificial 
__ones, I should never have trusted her. 
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Enter Lucy. 

Lucy, Did you call, ma'am? 

Mrs. M. Yes, girl. Did you see Sir Lucius while 
you was out? 

Lucy, No, indeed, ma'am, not a glimpse of him. 

Mrs, M, You are sure, Lucy, that you never men- 
tioned 

Lucy, O gemini I I 'd sooner cut my tongue out I 

Mrs, M, Well, dont let your simplicity be imposed 
on. 

Lucy, No, ma'am. 

Mrs. M, So come to me, presently, and I '11 give 
you another letter to Sir Lucius — but mind, Lucy, if 
ever you betray what you are entrusted with (unless it 
be other people's secrets to me), you forfeit my malevo- 
lence for ever : and your being a simpleton shall be no 
excuse for your locality. [Exit. 

Lucy, Ha, ha, ha I So, my dear simplicity, let me 
give you a little respite ; [Altering her manner] let 
girls in my station be as fond as they please of being 
expert and knowing in their trusts, commend me to a 
mask of silliness, and a pair of sharp eyes for my own 
interest under it 1 Let me see to what account have I 
turned my simplicity lately : [Looks at a /a/er] For 
abetting Miss Lydia Languish in a design 0/ running 
away ivith an ensign : in money, sundry times, t^velve 
found twelve— gowns, five; hats, ruffles^ cctps, &^c. 
uuTnberUss.—From the said ensign, within this last 
month, six guineas and a half— about a quarter's 
pay. Item, /rom Mrs, Malafirop, for betraying the 
young people to A<r— when I found matters were likely 
to be discovered,— /74»tf guineas and a black padusoy. 
Item,Jrom Mr, Acres, for carrying divers letters — 
which I never delivered— two guineas and a pair of 
buckles. Item, from Sir Lucius (f Trigger, three 
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crvTvns, two gold pocket-fUceSt and a silver tnuffi- 
box I Well done, simplicity ! yet I was forced tomkke 
my Hibernian believe that he was corresponding, not 
with the aunt, but with the niece ; for though not over 
rich, I found he had too much pride and delicacy to 
sacrifice the feelings of a gentleman to the necessities 
of his fortune. \Exit 

ACT II. 

Scene I. Captain Absolute's Lodgings, 

Captain Absolute and Fag. 

Fag. Sir, while I was there, Sir Anthony came in : 
I told him you had sent me to inquire after his health, 
and to know if he was at leisure to see you. 

Capt. And what did he say on hearing I was at Bath ? 

Fag. Sir, in my life, I never saw an elderly gentle^ 
man more astonished. 

Capt. Well, sir, and what did you say? 

Fag. Oh, I lied, sir— I forget the precise lie, but 
you may depend on 't he got no truth from me. Yet| 
with submission, for fear of blunders in future, I 
should be glad to fix what has brought us to Bath, in 
order that we may He a little consistently. Sir Anthony's 
servants were curious, sir, very curious indeed. 

Capt. You have said nothing to them f 

Fag. Oh, not a word, sir— not a word. Mr. Thomas, 
indeed, the coachman (whom I take to be the dis> 
creetest of whips>— — 

Capt. 'SdeathI you rascal 1 you have not trusted 
him? 

Fag. Oh, no, sur— no— no— not a syllable, upon my 
veracity. He was, indeed, a little inquisitive ; but I 
was sly, sir— devilish sly ! My master (said I) honest 
Thomas (you know, sir, one says honest to one's in- 
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feriois) is come to Batb to recmit— yes, ar— I said to 
recruil — and whether for meD, money) or constitution, 
you know, sir, is nothing to him, nor any one else. 

Ca^t. Well, recruit will do ; let it be so. 

JFag^, Oh, sir, recruit will do surprisiilgly. Inde^, 
to give the thing an air, I told Thomas that yout 
honour had already enlisted five disbanded chairmen, 
seven minority waiters, and thirteen billiard-markers. 

Ca^t, You Uockhead, never say more than is neces- 
sary. 

Fe^, I b^ pardon, sir— I beg pardon. But, with 
submission, a lie is nothing unless one supports it. Sir, 
whenever I draw on my invention for a good current 
lie, I always forge endorsements as well as the bill. 

Capt, Well, take care you dont hurt your credit by 
offering too much security. Is Mr. Faulkland returned? 

/Vi^. He is above, sir, changing his dress. 

Ca/t, Can you tell whether he has been informed of 
Sir Anthony's and Miss Melville's arrival ? 

Fa£; I &ncy not, sir ; he has seen no one since he 
came in but his gentliiman, who was with him at Bristol. 
I think, sir, I hear Mr. Faulkland coming down— — 

Ca^t. Go tell him I afn here. 

Fi^, Yes, sir. [Gtri/tg^.] I beg pardon, sir; but 
should Sir Anthony call, you will do me the favour to 
remember that we are recruiting, if you please. 

Ca^t, WeH, well. 

Fdg". And in tenderness to my character, if your 
honour could bring in the chairmen and waiters, I shall 
esteem it as an obligation ; for though I never scruple 
a lie to serve my master, yet it hurts one's conscience to 
be found out. [Exit 

Capt. Now for my whimsical friend. If he does not 
know that his mistress is here I '11 tease him a little 
before I tell him— — 
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Enier Fag. 
Fag, Mr. Faulkland, sir. \Exit, 

Enter Faulkland. 

Capt, Faulkland, you're welcome to Bath again: 
you are punctual in your retium. 

Faulk, Yes ; I haid nothingto det^ me when I had 
finished the business I went on. Well, what news since 
I left you ? How stand matters between you and Lydia? 

Capt, Faith, much as they were. 

Faulk. Nay then, you trifle too long. If you are 
sure of her, propose to the aunt in your own character, 
and write to Sir Anthony for his consent. 

Capt, Softly, softly ; for though I am convinced my 
little Lydia would elope with me as Ensign Beverley, 
yet am I by no means certain that she would take me 
with the impediment of our friends' consent, a regular 
humdrum wedding, and the reversion of a good fortune 
on my side. Well, but, Faulkland, you'll dine with us 
to-day at the hotel? 

Fettdk, Indeed, I cannot ; I am not in spirits to be 
of such a party. 

Capt. By heavens I I shall forswear your company. 
You are the most teasing, captious, incorrigible lover ! 
Do love like a man. 

Faulk. Ah, Jack ! your heart and soul are not like 
mine, fixed immutably on one only object. You throw 
for a large stake, but losing — you could stake and 
throw again ; but I have set my sum of happiness oa 
this cast, and not to succeed were to be stripped of all. 

Capt. But, for heaven's sake I what grounds for 
apprehension can your whimsical brain conjure up at 
present ? 

Faulk. What grounds for apprehension, did you 
say? Heavens! are there not a thousand? I fear for 
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her spirits, her health, her life. O Jack ! when delicate 
and feeling soals are separated there is not a feature in 
the sky, not a movement of the elements, not an as- 
inration of the hreeze, but hints some cause for a lover's 
apprehension ! 

Capt, Ay, but we may choose whether we will take 
the hint or not. So then, Faulkland, if you were con- 
vinced that Julia were well, and in spirits, you would 
be entirely content? 

Faulk, I should be happy beycmd measure ; I am 
annous only for that. 

Capt, Then cure your anxiety at once. Miss Mel- 
ville is in perfect health, and is at this moment in 
Bath. 

Faulk, Nay, Jack, dont trifle with me. 

Capt. She is arrived here with my father, within 
this hour. 

Faulk, Can you be serious ? 

Capt, I thought you knew Sir Anthony better than 
to be surprised at a sudden whim of this kind. Seriously 
then, it is as I tell you — upon my honour. 

Faulk, My dear Jack, now nothing on earth can 
give me a moment's uneasiness. 

Enter Fag, 

Fag, Sir, Mr. Acres, just arrived, is below. 

Capt, Stay, Mr. Faulkland, this Acres lives within 
a mile of Sir Anthony, and he shall tell you how your 
mistrrsB has been ever since you left her. Fag, show 
the gentleman up. \Exit Fag. 

Faulk. What, is he much acquainted in the family ? 

Capt, Oh, very intimate. He is likewise a rival of 
mine— that is, of my other self's ; for he does not think 
his friend, Captain Absolute, ever saw the lady in 
question ; and it is ridiculous enough to hear him com- 
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rumblante, and qniverante I There was this time 
month — odds minims and crotchets 1 how she did 
chirrup at Mrs. Piano's concert I iSiftgs.] My heart's 
my 07VHf my will is free. That 's very like her. 

Faulk. Fooll fool that I am! to fix all my happi- 
ness on such a trifierl Sdeathl to make herself the 
pipe and balladmonger of a circle ! to sooth her light 
heart with catches and glees! What can you say to 
this, sir? 

Ce^t, Why, that I should be glad to hear my mis- 
tress had been so merry, sir. 

Faulk. Nay, nay, nay — I 'm not sorry that she has 
been happy— no, no, I am glad of that — but she has 
been dancing too, I doubt not. 

A ere*. What does the gentleman say about dancing ? 

Ca/t, He says the lady we speak of dances as well 
as sings. 

Acres, Ay, truly does she— there was at last race 
ball 

Faulk. Hell and the devil! There! there! I tc u 
you so I I told you so ! Oh, she thrives in my absenc i 1 
Dancing ! 

Ca^t. For heaven's sake, Faulkland, dont expose 
yourself so! Suppose she has danced, what then? 
Does not the ceremony of society often oblige 

Faulk. Well, well, I '11 contain myself— perhaps, as 
you say, for form's sake. I say, Mr.— Mr.— What 's 
his damned name ? 

Ca/t. Acres, Acres. 

Faulk. Oh, ay, Mr. Acres, you were praising Miss 
Melville's manner of dancing a minuet, eh ? 

Acres, Oh, I dare ensure her for that I But what 
I was going to speak of was her country-dancing: 
odds swimmings ! she has such an air with her 

Faulk. Now, disappointment on her ! Defend this, 
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Absolute t why dont yon defend this? Country 
dancesl jigs and reels! Am I to blame now? A 
minuet I could have foi^given — I should not have 
minded that— I say, I should not have regarded a 
minuet — ^but country-dances ! Zounds I had she made 
one in a cotillon, I believe I could have forgiven even 
that : but to be monkey-led for a night ! — to run the 
gaundet through a string of amorous palming puppies ! 
to show paces, like a managing filly 1 Oh, Jack, there 
never can be but one man in the world whom a truly 
modest and delicate woman ought to pair with in a 
country-dance; and even then the rest of the couples 
should be her great-uncles and aunts 1 

Capt. Ay, to be sure ; grandfathers and grandmothers. 

Faulk, If there be but one vicious mind in the set, 
it will spread like a contagion— the action of their 
pulse beats to the lasciviotts movement of the jig — 
their quivering, warm-breathed sighs impregnate the air 
— ^the atmosphere becomes electrical to love, and each 
amorous spark darts through every link of the chain ! 
I must leave you — I own I am somewhat flurried — and 
that confounded looby has perceived it. \Going. 

Capt. Nay, but stay, Faulkland, and thank Mr. 
Acres for his good news. 

Faulk. Damn his news I \Exit, 

Capt. Ha, ha, ha ! Poor Faulkland I Five minutes 
since — " nothing on earth could give him a moment's 
uneasiness ! " 

Acres. The gentlenian wasn't angry at my praising 
hb mistress, was he? 

Capt. A litde jealous, I believe, Bob. 

Acres. You dont say so? Ha, ha ! jealous of me i 
that 's a good joke ! 

Capt. There's nothing strange in that, Bob. Let 
me tell you, that sprightly grace and insinuating 
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manner of yours will do some mischief among the girls 
here. 

Acres. Ah I you joke— rha, ha! mischief-^ha, ha I 
But you know I am not my own property; my dear 
Lydia has forestalled me. She could never abide me in 
the country, because I used to dress so badly; but, 
odds frogs and tambours t I shant take matters so here 
— ^now ancient madam has no voice in it — I '11 make my 
old clothes know who's master. I shall straightway 
cashier the hunting -firock, and render my leather 
breeches incapable. My hair has been in training some 
time. 

Ca/t. Indeed! 

Acre*. Ay— and though the ade curls are a little 
restive, my lUnd part takes it very kindly. 

Capi. Oh, you'll polish, I doubt not! 

Acres. Absolutely I propose so— then, if I can find 
out this Ensign Beverley, odds triggers and flints ! I '11 
make him know \he difference o 't. 

Capt. Spoke like a man. But pray. Bob, I observe 
you have got an odd kind of a new method of swear- 
ing 

Acres. Ha, ha! you've taken notice of it — 'tk 
genteel, isn't it? I didn't invent it myself though ; but 
a commander in our militia, a great scholar, I assure 
you, says that there is no meaning in the conunon 
oaths, and that nothing but their antiquity makes them 
respectable; because, he sa3rs, the ancients would 
never stick to an oath or two, but would say, by Jove 1 
or by Bacchus! or by Mars! or by Venus! or by 
Pallas! according to the sentiment; so that to swear 
with propriety, says my little major, the "oath should 
be an echo to the sense;" and this we call the oath 
referential, or sentimental swearing — ^ha, ha, ha! 'tis 
genteel, isn't it? 
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Ca^, Very genteel, and very new indeed— and I 
dare say will supplant all other figures of imprecation. 

Acres. Ay, ay, the best term^ will grow obsolete. 
Dammes have had their day. 

Enttr Fag. 

Fi^f. Sir, there is a gentleman below desires to see 
you. Shall I show him into the parlour? 

Capi. Ay — ^you may. 

Acres, Well, I must be gon e 

C«^. Stay ; who is it, Fag f 

Ft^g, Your father, sir. 

Capi. You puppy, why didn't you show him up 
directly? \Exit Fag. 

Acres. You have business with Sir Anthony. I 
expect a message from Mrs. Malaprop at my lodgings. 
1 have sent also to my dear friend, Sir Lucius O'Trig- 
gter. Adieu, Jack, we must meet at night, when you 
shall give me a dozen bumpers to little Lydia. 

Copt. That I will, with all my heart. \Exit Acres.] 
Now for a parental lecture— I hope he has heard 
nothing of the business that has brought me here— I 
wish the gout had held him fast in Devonshire, with all 
my soul! 

Enter Sir Anthony. 

Sir, I am delighted to see you here, and looking so 
well ! Your sudden arrival at Bath made me apprehen- 
sive for your health. 

Sir A. Very apprehensive, I dare say, Jack. What, 
you are recruiting here, eh? 

Capt. Yes, sir, I am on duty. 

Sir A. Well, Jack, I am glad to see you, though I 
did not expect it ; for I was going to write to you on a 
little matter of busines9. Jack, 1 have been consider- 
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ing that I grow old and infinn, and shall probably not 
trouble you long. 

Capi, Pardon me, sir, I never saw you look more 
strong and hearty, and I pray fervently that you may 
continue so. 

Sir A, I hope your prayers may be heard, with all 
my heart. Well then. Jade, I have been oonsiderins^ 
that I am so strong and hearty, I may continue to 
plague you a long time. Now, Jack, I am sensible 
that the income of your commission, and what I 
have hitherto allowed you, b but a small pittance for a 
lad of your spirit. 

Capt. Sir, you are very good. 

Sir A. And it is my wish, while yet I live, to have 
my boy make some figure in the world. I have re- 
solved, therefore, to fix you at once in a noble indepen- 
dence. 

CapU Sir, your kindness overpowers me. Yet, 
sir, I presume you would not wish me to quit the 
army? 

Sir A . Oh, that shall be as your wife chooses 1 

Capt, My wife, sir ! 

Sir A. Ay, ay, settle that between you— settle that 
between you. 

Capt. A wife, sir, did you say? 

Sir A, Ay, a wife. Why, did not I mention her 
before? 

Capt Not a word of her, sk. 

Sir A. Odd sol I mustn't forget her though. Yes, 
Jack, the independence I was talking of is by a mar- 
riage—the fortune is saddled with a wife — but I 
suppose that makes no difference ? 

Cape. Sir, sir! you amaze me I 

Sir A. Why, what the devil's the matter with the 
fool ? Just now you were all gratitude and duty. 
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C«>/. I was, sir. You talked to me of independence 
and a fortune, but not a word of a wife. 

Sir A. Why, what difference does that make? Odds 
life, sir ! if you have the estate, you must take it with 
the live stock on it, as it stands. 

Ca/i. Pray, sir, who is the lady ? 

Sir A . What 's that to you, sir ? Come, give me jrour 
promise to love and to marry her directly. 

Capt. Sure, sir, this is not very reasonable, to sum- 
mon my affections for a lady I know nothing of ! 

Sir A. I am sure, sir, 't is more unreasonable in you 
to object to a lady you know nothing of. 

Capt, Yon must excuse me, sir, if I tell you, once 
for all, that in this point I cannot obey you. 

Sir A. Hark ye, Jack ; I have heard you for some 
time with patience ; I have been cool, quite cool ; but 
take care. You know I am compliance itself— when I 
am not thwarted ; no one more easily led — when I have 
my own way ; but dont put me in a frenzy. 

Capt. Sir, I must repeat it — in this I cannot obey 
jrou. 

Sir A. Now, damn me I if ever I call you Jack 
again while I live I 

Capt. Nay, sir, but hear me. 

Sir A. Sir, I wont hear a word— not a wordl not 
one word ! so give me your promise by a nod, and I 'U 
tell you what. Jack— I mean, yon dog— if you dont, 
by 

Capt What, sir, promise to link myself to some 
mass of ugliness I to— 

Sir A . Zounds ! sirrah ! the lady shall be as ugly as 
I choose : she shall have a hump on each shoulder — 
she shall be as crooked as the Crescent— her one eye 
shall roll like the bull's in Cox's Museum— she shall 
have a skin like a mummy, and the beard of a Jew— 
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Scene II. The North Parade, 

Enter Lucy. 

Lucy. So I shall have another rival to add to my mis- 
tress's list—Captain Absolute— however, I shall not enter • 
his name till my purse has received due notice in form. 
Sir Lucius is generally more punctual, when he expects 
to hear from his dear Delia, as he calls her : I wonder 
he 's not here I 

Enter Sir Lucius OTriggbr. 

Sir L. Ha! my little ambassadress — upon my con- 
science I have been looking for you ; I have been on 
the South Parade this half hour. 

Lucy. {Speaking simply. 1 O gemini I and I have 
been waiting for your worship here on the North. 

Sir L, 'Faith ! may be that was the reason we did 
not meet ; and it is very comical too, how you could go 
out, and I not see you— for I was only taking a nap at 
the Parade Coffee-house, and I chose the window, on 
purpose that I might not miss you. 

Lucy. My stars! Now I'd wager a sixpence I 
went by while you were asleep. 

Sir L. Sure enough it must have been so— and I 
never dreamt it was so late, till I waked. Well, but 
my little girl, have you got nothing for me ? 

Lucy. Yes, but I have — I *ve got a letter for you in 
my pocket 

Sir L. V faith I I guessed you weren't come empty- 
handed— well, let me see what the dear creature scTys. 

Lucy. There, Sir Lucius. \Gives him a letter. 

Sir L. \Reads.\ Sir, — There is often a sudden in^ 
centive imfntlse in love, that has a greater induction 
them years of domestic combination ; such was the 
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cdmmoHon I felt at the first superfluous views of Sir 
Lucius O* Trigger. Very pretty, upon my word. 
Female punctuation forbids me to say more; yet let 
me add, thai it will give me Joy infallible to find Sir 
Lucius worthy the last criterion of my affections. 
Yours., while meretricious^ Delia. 
Upon my conscience, Lucy, your lady is a great mis- 
tress of language I Faith I she 's quite the queen of the 
dictionary I 

Lucy. Ay, sir, a lady of her experience. 

Sir L. Experience I what, at seventeen ? 

Lucy. Oh, true, sir— but then she reads so — my 
stars ! how she will read off hand ! 

Sir L. Faith, she must be very deep read to write 
this way — though she is rather an arbitrary writer too 
— for here are a great many poor words pressed into the 
service of this note, that would get their habeas corpus 
from any court in Christendom. However, when affec- 
tion guides the pen, he must be a brute who finds fault 
with the style. 

Lucy. Ah, Sir Lucius, if you were to hear how she 
talks of you ! 

Sir L. Oh, tell her, I '11 make her the best husband 
in the world, and Lady O'Trigger into the bargain 1 
But we roust get the old gentlewoman's consent, and do 
everything fairly. 

Lucy. Nay, Sir Ludus, I thought you wasn't rich 
enough to be so nice. 

Sir L. Upon my word, 3roung woman, you have hit 
itl I am so poor, that I cant afford to do a dirty 
action. If I did not want money, I 'd steal your mis- 
tress and her fortune with a great deal of pleasure. 
However, my pretty girl [gives her money], here 's a 
little something to buy you a riband ; and meet me 
in the evening, and I will give^you^ an answer to 
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this. So, hassy, take a kiss beforehand, to put yon 
in mind. [/Cisses Aen. 

Lucy. O lud, Sir Lucius; I never seed such a 
gemman ! My lady wont like you if you 're so 
impudent. 

Sir L. Faith she will, Lucy I That same<-^hol 
what's the name of it?— modesty is a quality in a lover 
more nraised by the women than liked; so if your 
mistress asks you whether Sir Lucius ever ]^ve you a 
kiss, tell her fifty, my dear. 

Lucy. What, would you have me tell her a lie? 

Sir L. Ah then, you baggage, I '11 make it a truth 
presently. \Kisses her, 

Lucy. For shame now ! Here is some one coming. 

Sir L. O faith, I '11 quiet your conM:ience I 

\Sees Fag. Exiiy humming' a iuHe. 

Enter Fag. 

Fag. So, so, ma'am. I humbly beg pardon. 

Lucy. O lud 1 now, Mr. Fag, you flurry one sol 

Fag. Come, come, Lucy; here's no one by, so a 
little less simplicity, with a grain or two more sincerity, 
if you please. You play false with us, madam. I saw 
you give the baronet a letter. My master shall know 
this, and if he dont call him out, I will. 

Lucy. Ha! ha! ha I you gentlemen's gentlemen 
are so hasty That letter was from Mrs- Malaprop, 
simpleton. She is taken with Sir Lucius's address. 

Fag. How ! what tastes some people have ! Why. 
I suppose I have walked by her window a hundred 
times. But what says our young lady ? Any message 
to my master? 

Lucy. Sad news, Mr Fag. A worse rival than 
Acres I Sir Anthony Absolute has proposed his bon. 
^ Fag. What, Captain Absolute ? 
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Lucy, £v«fi 150 ; I overheard! it all. 

Fe^. Hal ha! ha I very good, faith 1 Good-bye, 
Lucy ; I must away with this news. 

JLucy, Well, you may laugh, but it is true, I assure 
you. \.G0ing.\ But, Mr. Fag, tell your master not to 
be cast down by this. 

Fe^. Oh, he '11 be disconsolate 1 

Lucy. And charge him not to think of quarrelling 
with young Absolute. 

Fag. Never fear-^iever fear. 

Lucy. Be sure, bid him keep up his spirits. 

^d^. We will— we wilL \Exeunt uvtraUy, 



ACT IIL 

Scene I. The North Parade* 

Enter Captain Absolute. 

Capt, T is just as Fag told me, indeed. Whimsical 
enough, faith I My father wants to force me to marry 
the very girl I am plotting to run away with. He 
must not know of my connection with her yet awhile. 
He has too summary a method of proceeding iu these 
matters. However, I '11 read my recantatiou instantly. 
My conversion is something sudden, indeed ; but I can 
assure him it is very sincere. So, so, here he comes; 
he looks plaguy gruff. \Stc^ aside* 

Enter Sir Anthony Absolute. 

Sir A. No; I '11 die sooner than forgive him ! Die, 
did I say ? I '11 live these iiftv years to plague him. 
At our last meeting his impudence had almost put nic 
out of temper. An obstinate, passionate, self-willed 
boy. Who can he take after? This is my -return for 
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getting him befoi^ all his brothers and asters; for 
putting him,; at twelve years old, into a marchinj; 
regiment; aad allowing him fifty pounds a year, be> 
sides his pay, ever since ! But I have done with him ; 
he 's anybody's son for me ; I never will see him more ; 
never, never, never, never I 

Capt, Now for a penitential face ! 

Sir A, Fellow, get out of my way. 

Capt, Sir, you see a penitent before you. 

Sir A, I see an Impudent scoundrel before me. 

Capi, A sincere penitent. I am come, sir, to 
acknowledge my errori and to submit entirely to your 
will. 

Sir A, What's that? 

CapU I have been revolving and reflecting and 
considering on your past goodness and kindness and 
condescension to me. 

Sir A, Well, sir? 

Capt. I have been likewise weighing and balancing 
what you were pleased to mention, concerning duty and 
obedience and authority. 

Sir A, Well, puppy? 

Capt. Why then, sir, the result of my reflections is 
a resolution to sacrifice every inclination of my own to 
your satisfaction. 

Sir A, Why now you talk sense, absolute sense! 
I never heard anything more sensible in my life. Ccm* 
found you, you shall be Jack again I 

Capt. I am happy in the appellation. 

Sir A, Why then, Jack, my dear Jack, I will now 
inform you who the lady really is. Nothing but your 
passion and violence, you silly fellow, prevented me 
telling you at first. Prepare, Jack, for wonder and 
rapture— prepare. What think you of Miss Lydia 
languish? 
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Cap*. Languish! What, the Langaishes of Wor- 
cestershire ? 

Sir A, Worcestershire, nol Did you never meet 
Mrs. Malaprop and her niece, Miss Languish, who 
came into our country just before you were last ordered 
to 3rour regiment ? 

Capt. Malaprop! Languish! I dont remember 
ever to have heard of the names before. Yet stay, I 
think I do recollect something. Languish— Languish 1 
She squints, dont she ? A little red-haired girl ? 

Sir A. Squints ! A red-haired girl ! Zounds, no ! 

Copt, Then I must have forgot. It cant be the 
same person. 

Sir A. Jack, Jack, what think you of blooming, 
kve-breathing seventeen ? 

Capt. As to that, sir, I am quite indifferent. If I 
can please you in the matter, 'tis all I desire. 

Sir A. Nay, but Jack, such eyes! such eyes! so 
innocently wild ! so bashfully irresolute ! Not a glance 
but speaks and kindles some thought of love. Then, 
Jack, her cheeks 1 her cheeks, Jack 1 so deeply-blushing 
at the insinuations of her tell-tale eyes ! Then, Jack, 
her lips ! Oh, Jack, lips, smiling at their own dis- 
cretion ; and if not smiling, more sweetly pouting — 
more lovely in suUenness! Then, Jack, her neck! 
Oh, Jack, Jack! 

Capt. And which is to be mine, sir, the niece or the 
aunt? 

Sir A. WTiy, you unfeeling, insensible puppy, I 
despise you ! When I was of your age, such a descrip- 
tion would have made me fly like a rocket. The aunt, 
indeed! Odds life I when I ran away with your 
mother, I wouki not have touched anything old or ugly 
to gain an empire. 

Capt. Not to please your fathen sir ? , 
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Sir A. To please my father! Zounds! tiot to 

please Oh, my father I Oddso ! yes, yes ; if my 

father indeed had desired ; that 's quite another matter. 
Though he wasn't the indulgent father that I am, 
Jack. 

Cafit, I dare say not, sir. 

Sir A. But, Jack, you are not sorry to find your 
mistress is so beautiful ? 

Capt. Sir, I repeat it, if I please yon in this affair, 
't is all I desire. Not that I think a woman the worse 
for being handsome ; but, sir, if you please to recollect, 
you before hinted something about a hump or two, oue 
eye, and a few more graces of that kind. Now, with- 
out being very nice, I own I should rather choose a 
wife of mine to have the usual number of limbs, and a 
limited quantity of back ; and though one eye may be 
very agreeable, yet, as the prejudice has always run in 
favour of two, I would not wish to affect a singularity 
in that article. 

Sir A. What a phlegmatic sot it is ! Why, sirrah, 
you are an anchorite ! a vile, insensible stock ! You a 
soldier ! You 're a walking block, fit only to dust the 
company's regimentals on. Odds life, I 'vc a great 
mind to marry the girl myself I 

Capt. I am entirely at your disposal, sir. If you 
should think of addressing Miss Languish yourself, I 
suppose you would have me marry the annt? or if you 
should change your mind, and take the old lady, 't is the 
same to me, I '11 marry the niece. 

Sir A. Upon my word, Jack, thou'rt either a very 

great hypocrite or— but come, I know your tndiffer* 

ence on such a subject must be all a lie ; I 'm sure it 

must. Come now; damn your demure face! Come, 

_^confess. Jack, you have been lying, havn't you? You 

-" been playing the hypocrite, eh? I'll never for- 
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jcive yon if you havn't been lying and playing the 
h3rpocnte. 

Ca^t. I'm sorry, sir, that the respect and duty 
which I bear to you should be so mistaken. 

Sir A. Hang your respect and duty! But come 
alonfr -with me, I '11 write a note to Mrs. Malaprop, and 
you shall visit the lady directly. Her eyes shaU be the 
Promethean torch to you — come along, I '11 never for- 
give 3rou if you dont come back stark mad -with 
rapture and impatience—if you dont, egad, I '11 marry 
the girl myself I {Exeunt, 

ScBNB II. Julia's Dressing-room, 
Enter Faulkland. 
Faulk. They told me Julia would return directly : 
I wonder she is not yet come ! How mean does this 
captious, unsatisfied temper of mine appear to my 
cooler judgment ! What tender, honest joy sparkled 
in her eyes when we met I How delicate was the 
warmth of her expressions ! I was ashamed to appear 
less happy, though I had come resolved to wear a face 
of coolness and -upbraiding. Sir Anthony's presence 
prevented my proposed expostulations : yet I must be 
satisfied that she has not been so very happy in my 
absence. She is coming — ^Yes, I know the nimbleness 
of her tread, when she thinks her impatient Faulkland 
counts the moments of her stay. 

Enter Julia. 

yulia. I had not hoped to see you again so soon. 
Fauik. Could I, Julia, be contented with my first 
welcome, restrained as we were by the presence of a 
third person? 
t yulia. Oh, Faulkland! when your kindness can 
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make me thus happy, let me not think that I discovered 
something of coldness in your first salutation. 

Faulk. 'Twas but your fancy, Julia. I was rejoiced 
to see you — ^to see you in such health. Sure I had no 
cause for coldness? 

yulia. Nay, then, I see you have taken something 
ill. You must not conceal from me what it is. 

Faulk. Well, then, shall I own to you, that my joy 
at hearing of your health and arrival here, by your 
neighbour Acres, was somewhat damped, by his dwell* 
ing much on the high spirits you had enjoyed in 
Devonshire ; on your mirth — your singing — dancing — 
and I know not what I For such is my temper, Julia, 
that I should regard every mirthful moment, in your 
absence, as a treason to constancy. The mutual tear, 
that steals down the cheek of parting lovers, is a com- 
pact that no smile shall live there till they meet again. 

Julta, Must I never cease to tax my Faulkland 
with this teasing, minute caprice? Can the idle reports 
of a silly boor weigh in your breast against my tried 
affection? 

Faulk. They have no weight with me, Julia. No, 
no, I am happy if you have been so — ^yet only say that 
you did not sing with mirth, — say that you thoug^ht of 
Faulkland in the dance. 

Julia. I never can be happy in your absence. If I 
wear a countenance of content, it is to show that my 
mind holds no doubt of my Faulkland's truth. Believe 
me, Faulkland, I mean not to upbraid you when I say, 
that I have often dressed sorrow in smiles, lest my 
friends should guess whose unkindness had caused my 
tears. 

Faulk. You were ever all goodness to me I Oh, ' 
I am a brute, when I but admit a doubt of your true 
constancy I I 
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yulia. If «yer, without such cause from you as I 
will not suppose possible, you find my affections veering 
but a point, may I become a proverbial scoff for levity 
and base ingratitude ! 

Faulk, Ah, Julia 1 that last word is grating to me 1 
I would I had no title to your gratitude 1 Search your 
heart, Julia: perhaps what you have mistaken for love, 
is but the warm effusion of a too thankful heart ! 

y-ulia. For what quality must I love you? 

Faulk, For no quality. To regard me for any 
quality of mind or understanding were only to esteem 
me I And for person — I have often wished myself de- 
formed, to be convinced that I owed no obligation 
there for any part of your affection. 

yulia. Where nature has bestowed a show of nice 
attention in the features of a man, he should laugh at 
it as misplaced. ■ I have seen men, who in this vain 
article, perhaps, might rank above you ; but my heart 
has never asked my eyes if it were so or not. 

Faulk. Now, this is not well from you, Julia; I 
despise person in a man, yet, if you loved me as I 
wish, though I were an Ethiop you'd think none so 
fair. 

Julia, I see you are determined to be unkind^— 
The contract, which my poor father bound us in, gives 
you more than a lover's privilege. 

Faulk. A^ain, Julia, you raise ideas that feed and 
justify my doubts. How shall I be sure, had you re- 
niained unbound in thought or promise, that I should 
still have been the object of your persevering love? 

yulia. Then try me now. Let us be free as strangers 
as to what is past. My heart will not feel more liberty. 

Faulk. There, now ! so hasty, Julia ! so anxious to 
be fre6 1 If yo\xt love for me were fixed and ardent, 
you would not lose your hold, even though I wished itl . 
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yulki. Oh, you torture me to the heart! I cannot 
bear it! 

FauiU. I do not mean to distress you: if I loved 
you less, I should never g^ve you an uneasy xnoznenL 
I would not boast, yet let me say, that I have neither 
age, person, or character, to found dislike on ; my for- 
tune such as few ladies could be charged vdth indis- 
cretion in the match. O Julia! when love receives 
such countenance frcHU prudence, nice minds will be 
suspicious of its birth. 

Juiia. I know not whither your insinuations would 
tend ; but, as they seem pressing to insult me, I will 
spare you the regret <^ having done so— I have given 
you no cause for this ! [Exit in tears. 

Faulk. In tears ! stay, Julia— stay but for a mo- 
ment The door is fastened 1 Julia, my soul 1 but 

for one moment ! I hear her sobbing ! Sdeath ! what 
a brute am I to use her thus ! Yet stay— Ay, she is 
coming now : how little resolution there is in a woman ! 
how a few soft words can turn them ! No, zounds ! 
she's not coming, nor dont intend it, I suppose. This 
is not steadiness, but obstinacy! Yet I deserve it. 
What, after so long an absence, to quarrel with her 
tenderness! 'twas barbarous and unmanly I I should 
be ashamed to see her now. I'll wait till her just 
resentment is abated, and when I distress her so again 
may I lose her for ever 1 lEaett. 



ScBNB III. Mrs. Malaprop's Lodgingt, 

Mrs. Malaprop, with a letter in her hand^ and 
Captain Absolute. 

Mrt, Jlf. Your being Sir Anthony's son. Captain, 
would itself ^ a sufficient accommodation ; but i^om 
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(he inspenuity of your &i^)earance I am convinced you 
deserve the character here given of you. 

Capt. Permit ^le to say, madam, that as I never yet 
have had the pleasure of seeing Miss Languish, my 
principal inducement in this affair, at present, is the 
honour of being allied to Mrs. Malaprop, of whose in- 
^llectual accomplishments, elegant manners, and un- 
affected learning, no tongue is silent. 

Mrs. M. Sir, you do me infinite honour! I beg, 
Captain, you'll be seated. [Sits.\ Ah! few gentle- 
men, nowadays, know how to value the ineffectual 
qualities in a woman! few think how a little know- 
ledge becomes a gentlewoman. Men have no sense 
oow but for the worthless flower of beauty I 

Ca^t. It is but too true, indeed, ma'am ; yet I fear 
our ladies should share the blame ; they think our ad- 
miration of beauty so great, that knowledge, in them, 
would be superfluous. Thus, like garden trees, they 
seldom show fruit till time has robbed them of the more 
specious blossom; few, like Mrs. Malaprop and the 
orange tree, are rich in both at once. 

Mrs. M, Sir, you overpower me with good breed- 
ing. He is the very pineapple of politeness 1 ^AsiUe.^ 
You are not ignorant. Captain, that this giddy girl has 
somehow contrived to fix her affections on a beggarly, 
strolling, eavesdropping ensign, whom none of us have 
seen, and nobody knows anything of. 

Capt, Oh, I have heard the silly affair before ! I 'm 
not at all prejudiced against her on that account, but it 
must be very distressing, indeed, ma'am. 

Mrs, M. Oh, it gives me the hydrostatics to such a 
degree I I thought she had persisted from correspond- 
ing with him ; but, behold, this very day I have inter- 
ceded another letter from the fellow ; I believe I have 
it in my pocket. 
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Ca^t. Oh, the devil! my last note! [Aside, 

Mrs. M, Ay, here it is. 

Capt, Ay, my note, indeed I Oh, the little traitress, 
Lucy! [Aside, 

Mrs, M, There, perhaps you know the writing. 

[Gives Aim the Utter, 

Capt, I think I have seen the hand before ; yes^ I 
certainly must have seen this hand before. 

Mrs, M. Nay, but read it, Captain. 

Capt. [Re9ds.] My soul's idol^ my adored Lydia I 
Very tender, indeed I 

Mrs. M. Tender I ay, and profane too, o' my con- 
science \ 

Capt. I am excessively alarmed at the intelligence 
you send me, the more so as my new rival 

Mrs. M. That 's you, sir. 

Capt. Has universally the character of being an 
accomplished gentleman^ and a man of honour. Well, 
that's handsome enough. 

Mrs. M, Oh, the fellow has some design in writing 
so! 

Capt. That he liad, I'll answer for him, ma'am. 

Mrs. M. But go on, sir ; you '11 see presently. 

Capt. As for the old weather-beaten she-dragon^ 
who guards you — Who can he mean by that? 

Mrs. M. Me, sir — me— he means me there — ^what 
do you think now? — ^but go on a little further. 

Capt. Impudent scoundrel ! — // shcUl go hardy but 
I will elude her vigilance; as I am told thai the 
same ridiculous vanity ^ which makes her dress up her 
coarse features^ and deck her dull chat with hard 
words which she dont understand 

Mrs. M. There, sir, an attack upon my language ! 

what do you think of that? — an aspersion upon my 

ts of speech ! was ever such a brute ! Sure, if I 
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reprehend any thing in this world, it is the use of my 
oracular tongue, and a nice derangement of epitaphs. 

Capu He deserves to be hanged and quartered ! let 
me see — same ridiculous vanity 

Mrs, M, You need not read it again, sir 1 

Capi. I beg pardon, ma'am— <^« also lay her ofen 
to the grossest deceptions from battery and pretended 
admiration—An impudent coxcomhso that I have a 
scheme to see you shortly^ with the old harridarCs 
consent^ and even to make her a go-between in our 
interviews. Was ever such assurance ? 

Mrs. M, Did you ever hear anything like it? He 11 
elude my vigilance, will he? Yes, yes I ha, hat he's 
very likely to enter these docvs! We'll try who can 
plot best. 

Capt. So we will, ma'am, so we will. Ha, ha, ha I 
a conceited puppy ! ha, ha, ha I Well, but Mrs. Mala- 
prop, as the girl seems so infatuated by this fellow, 
Ruppose you were to wink at her corresponding with 
him for a little time — let her even plot an elopement 
with him— then do you connive at her escape ; while I, 
just in the nick, will have the fellow laid by the heels, 
and fairly contrive to carry her off in his stead. 

Mrs. M. I am delighted with the scheme: never 
was anything better perpetrated. 

Capt, But, pray, could I not see the lady for a few 
minutes now ! I should like to try her temper a little. 

Mrs, M, Why, I dont know— I doubt she is not 
prepared for a visit of thb kind. There is a decorum 
in these matters. 

Cnpt, O lord, she wont mind me! only tell her 
Beverley— 

Mrs. M, Sir! 

Capt. Gently, good tongue I [Aside, 

Mrs, M, What did you say of Beverley? 
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CapU Oh, I was going to propose that you should j 
tell her, by way of jest, that it was Beverley who was j 
below ; she'd come down fast enough then — ha, ha, ha! 

Mrs, M, T would be a trick she well deserves; 
besides, you know the fellow tells her he'll get my 
consent to see her — ^ha, ha ! Let him if he can, I «ay 
again. Lydia, come down here! [Ca/li'u£^] He'll 
inake me a go-between in their interviews 1 ha, ha, ha! 
Come down, I say, Lydia; I dont wonder at your 
laughing — ^ha, ha, ha ! his impudence is truly ridiculous. 

Copt. T b very ridiculous, A^pon my soul, ma'am !-- 
ha, ha, ha I 

Mrs. M. The little hussy wont hear. Well, I '11 go 
and tell her at once who it is; she shall know that 
Captain Absolute is come to wait on her. And I'll 
make her behave as becomes a young woman. 

Ca//. As you please, ma'am. 

Mrs. M. For the present, Captain, your servant 
Ah! you've not done laughing yet, I see— elude my 
vigilance ! ye|, yes ! Ha, ha, ha ! [Exit 

Capt. Ha, ha, ha! one would think, now, that I 
pight throw off all disguise at once, and seize my 
prize with security; but such is Lydia's. caprice, that 
to undeceive were probably to lose her. I 'U see 
whether she knows me. 

[IVaiJks aside, and seems engaged in looking ai 
the pictures. 
Enter Lydia. 

Lydia, What a scene am I now to go through! 
Surely nothing can be more dreadful than to be obliged 
to listen to the loathsome addresses of a stranger to 
one's heart. I have heard of girls persecuted, as I am, 
who have appealed, in behalf of their favoured lover, 
to the generosity of his rival : suppose I w«ie to try it- 
there stan{ls the hated rival, an officer too ! but, oh, 
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liow unlike my Beverley I I wonder be dont begin ; 
truly, he seems a very negligent wooer! quite at his 
ease, upon my word ! 1 11 speak first. Mr. Absolute ! 
C0>/. Ma'am. [Turns round, 

L^eUa. O heaviens, Beverley! 
Capi. Hush, hush, my life! Softly! be not sur- 
prised! 

Lydut. I am so astonbbed, and so terrified, and so 
overjoyed ! For heaven's sake, how came you here ? 

Capt. Briefly, I have deceived your aunt; I was 
informed that my new rival was to visit here this 
evening^, and, contriving to have him kept away, have 
passed myself on her for Captain Absolute. 

Lydia. Oh, charming! And she really takes you 
<for young Absolute ? 

Capt, Oh, she's convinced of it! 
Lydia. Ha, ha, ha! I cant forbear laughing, to 
think how her sagacity is overreached. 

C4tpt, But we trifle with our precious moments ; 
such another opportunity may not occur. Then let me 
now conjure my kind, my condescending angel, to fix 
the time when I may rescue her from undeserving per- 
secution, and, with a licensed warmth, plead for my 
i«ward. 

Lydia, Will you then, Beverley, consent to forfeit 
(hat portion of my paltry wealth— tha^ burden on the 
wings of love? 

Capt. Oh, come to me — ^rich only thus— in loveli- 
jieas ! Bring no portion to me but thy love— 't will be 
g^enerous in you, Lydia; for well you know it is the 
only dower your poor Beverley can repay. 

Lydia. How persuasive are his words ! how charm- 
ins will poverty be with him ! 

Capt, By heavens, I would fling all goods of for- 
tuite from me with a prodigal hand, to enjoy the scene 
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where I might clasp my Lydia to my bosom, and say 
the world affords no smile to me but here. 

{Embracin^^ her, 
Lydia, Now could I fly with him to the antipodes; 
but my persecution is not yet come to a crisis. 

Enter Mrs. Malaprop, listening. 

Mrs, M, I am impatient to know how the llttk 
hussy deports herself. \Asidt. 

Capt. So pensive, Lydia! Is then 3rour warmth 
abated? 

Mrs, M. Warmth abated? So, she has been in a 
passion, I suppose. 

Lydia, No, nor ever can while I have life. 

Mrs. M. An ill-tempered little devil! Shell be in 
a passion all her life, will she ? 

Lydia. Let her choice be Captain Absolute, but 
Beverley is mine. 

Mrs. M, I am astonished at her assurance I To his 
face, this to his face ! 

Capt. Thus, then, let me enforce my suit. 

iKfteelivq^, 

Mrs. M, Ay— poor young man ! down on his knees, 
entreating for pity ! I can contain no longer. Why, 
thou vixen, I have overheard you I 

Capt. Oh, confound her vigilance! [AHeU. 

Mrs. M. Captain Absolute— I know not how to 
apologize for her shocking rudeness. 

Capt, So — all's safe, 1 find. [Aside,"] I have hopes, 
madam, that time will bring the young lady 

Mrs. M. Oh, there 's nothing to be hoped for from 
her ! She 's as headstrong as an allegory on the banks 
of the Nile. , 

Lydia. Nay, madam, what do you charge me with 
now? • I 
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Mrs, Af^ Why, thou unUushing rebel, didn't you 
tell this gentleman to his face that you loved another 
better ? Didn't you say you never would be his t 

Lydia, No, madam, I did not. 

Mrs, M, Good heavens, what assurance! Lydia, 
Lydia, you ought to know that lying dont become a 
young woman ! Didn't you boast that Beverley— that 
stroller, Beverley— possessed your heart? Tell me 
that, I say. 

Lydia. 'Tis true, ma'am, and none but Beverley 

Mrs. M, Hold 1 hold, assurance 1 you shall not be 
so rude. 

Capi. Nay, pray, Mrs. Malaprop, dont stop the 
young lady's speech : she 's very welcome to talk thus 
— it does not hurt me in the least, I assure you. 

Mrs, M. You are too good, Captain — too amiably 
patient ; but come with me, miss— let us see you again 
soon, Captain — ^remember what we have fixed. 

Capt. I shall, ma'am. 

Mrs. M, Come, take a graceful leave of the gentle- 
man. 

Lydia- May every blessing wait on my Beverley, 
my loved Bev 

Mrs, M. Come along — come along. 

iExeitnt severally. Capt. Absolute kissing 
his hand to Lydia^ Mrs. Malaprop stopping 
her speaking. 

ScBNB IV. Acres' Lodgings, 
Acres and David discovered: Acres as Just dressed. 

Acres, Indeed, David — dress does make a differ- 
ence, David. 

David, 'Tis all in all, I think — difference ! why, 
an' you were to go now to Clod Hall^I am certain th- 
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old lady wouldn't know you : Master Butler woolda't 
believe his own eyes, and Mn. Pickle would cryi 
" Lard presarve met " our dairymaid would come gig^ 
gling to the door, and I warrant DoUy Tester, yoor 
honour's favourite, would Uush like my waktcoar— 
Oons ! I 'II hold a gallon, there an't a dog in the house 
but would bark, and I question whether Phillis would 
wag a hair of her tail ! 

Acres. Ay, David, there 's nothing like polishing*. 

David. So I says of your honour's boots ; but the 
boy never heeds me. 

Acres. But, David, has Mr. De la Grace been here? 
I must rub up my balancing, and chasing, and boring. 

David, I 'U call again, sir. 

Acres. Do — and see if there are any letters for me 
at the post-office. 

David. I will. By the mass, I cant help looking 
at your head 1 If I hadn't been at the cooking, I wish 
I may die if I should have known the dish again 
myself I ^Exit, 

Acres comes forward^ practising a dancing */<•>. 

Acres. Sink, slide — coupee. Confound the first in- 
ventors of cotillons, say I ! they are as bad as algebra 
to us country gentlemen — I can walk a minuet easy 
enough when I am forced, and I have been accounted 
a good stick in a country dance. Odds jigs and 
tabors! 1 never valued your cross-over two couple — 
figure in — right and left — ^and I 'd foot it with e'er a 
captain in the country — ^but these outlandish, heathen 
allemandes and cotillons are quite beyond me ! I shall 
never prosper at them, that 's sure — mine are true-bom 
English legs — they dont understand their cursed 
French lingo 1 their pds this, and pds that, and piU 
'''^iherl 
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Enter David. 
David. Here is Sir Liiciits' O'Trigger to wait on 
you. sir. 

Acres. Show him in. \Exit David* 

Enter Sir Lucius OTriggbr. 

Sir L. Mr. Acres, I am delighted to embrace yotL 

Acresr. My dear Sir Lucius, I kiss your hands. 

Sir L, Pray, my friend, what has brought you so 
suddenly to Bath ? 

Acres. Faiih, I hav6 followed Cupid's jack-a- 
lantem, and find myself in a quagmire at last! In 
short, I have been very ill-used. Sir Lucius. I dont 
choose to mention names, but look on me as a very ill-' 
used gentleman. 

Sir L. Pray, what is the case ? I ask no names. 

Acres. Mark me, Sir Lucius. I fall as deep as 
need be in love with a young lady — her friends .take 
my part — I follow her to Bath — send word of my 
arrival ; and receive answer, that the lady is to be 
otherwise disposed of. This, Sir Lucius, I call being 
ill-used. 

Sir L. Very ill, upon my conscience! Pray, can 
you divine the cause of it ? 

Acres. Why, there 's the matter. She has another 
lover, one Beverley, who, I am told, is now in Bath. 
Odds slanders and lies! he must be at the bottom 
of it. 

Sir L. A rival in the case, is there? And you think 
he has supplanted you unfairly? 

Acres. Unfairly! to be sure he has. He never 
could have done it fairiy. 

Sir L. Then sure you know what is to be done ! 

Acrts. Not I, upon my soul 1 
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Sir L. We wear no swords here, but yon under- 
stand me? 

Acres, What! fig^hthim! 

Sir L, Ay, to be sure : what can I mean else? 

Acres, But he has given me no provocation. 

Sir L, Now, I think he has given you the greatest 
provocation in the world. Can a man commit a more 
heinous offence against another than to fall in love with 
the same woman? Oh, by my soul, it is the most 
unpardonable breach of friendship 1 

Acres. Breach of friendship I Ay, ay ; but I have 
no acquaintance with this man. I never saw him in 
my life. 

Sir L. That 's no argument at all— he has the less 
right then to take such a liberty. 

Acre*. Gad, that 's true — I grow full of anger. Sir 
Lucius I 1 fire apace ; odds hilts and blades I I find a 
man may have a deal of valour in him and not know 
it? But couldn't 1 contrive to have a little right on my 
side? 

Sir L, What the devil signifies right when your 
honour is concerned? Do you think Achilles, or my 
little Alexander the Great, ever inquired where t^e 
right lay? No, by my soul, they drew their broad- 
swords, and left the lazy sons of peace to settle the 
justice of it. 

Acres. Your words are a grenadier's march to my 
heart ! I believe courage must be catching 1 I certainly 
do feel a kind of valour arising, as it were — a kind of 
courage, as I may say — odds flints, pans, and triggers I 
I '11 challenge him directly. 

Sir L. Ah ! my little friend, if I had Blunderbuss 
Hall here, I could show you a range of ancestry, in the 
O'Trigger line, that would furnish the New Roonui, 
every one of whom had killed his man ! For thoug^h 
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die mansion-house and dirty acres have slipped through 
my fingers, I thank heaven our honour and the family 
pictures are as fresh as ever. 

Acres, Oh, Sir Lucius, I have had ancestors too ! — 
every man of them colonel or ca|>tain in the militia ! — 
^^jdds balls and barrels ! Say no mor^I 'm braced for 
)&, The thunder of your words has soured the milk of 
human kindness in my breast ! Zounds ! as the man in 
the play says, '* I could do such deed^^-^^" 

Sir L, Come, come, there must bfe no passion at 
an in the case — these things should always be done 
ciioUy. 

Acres, I must be in a passion, Sir Lucius — I must 
be in a rage. Dear Sir Lucius, let me be in a rage, if 
you love me. Come, here's pen and paper. [Sitt 
down to tvn'te.] I would the^nk were red! Indite, I 
say, indite ! How shall I Of^n ! Odds bullets and 
blades ! I '11 write a good bold ^and, however. 

Sir L, Pray, compose ]^ourself. , 

Acres, Come — now, shall I li^in with Tan oath? 
Do, Sir Lucius, let me begin with a damme? 

Sir L. Pho, pho ! do the thing decently and like a 
Christian. Begin now — Sir-^ — 

Acres. That's too civil by half. 

Sir L, To prevent the confusion that ,inigJii 

Acres, Well 

Sir L, From our both addressing the same lady—~ 

Acres, Ay, there 's thereason— fam^ /<3u/|'— Well 

Sir L. I shall ex/ect the honour of your conU • 

Pany 

Acres, Zounds ! I 'm not asking him to dinner ! 
Sir JL, Pray, be easy. 

Acres, Well, then, honour of your company 

Sir L,, To settle our pretensions—— 
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Acres. Well 

Sir L. Let me see— ay. King's Mead Fields will d6 
— tVi King's Mead Fields. 

Acres. So, that's done. Well, 1 11 fold it up pre- 
sently ; my own crest, a hand and daj^er, shall be the 
seal. 

Sir L. Yoa see, now, this little explanation will put 
a stop at once to all confusion or misunderstandings that 
might arise between you. 

Acres. Ay, we fight to prevent any misunder- 
standing. 

SirL. Now, ni leave you to fix your own time. 
Take my advice, and you '11 decide it this evening if 
you can ; then, let the worst come of it, 't will be off 
your mind to-morrow. 

Acres. Verytrue. 

Sir L. So I sh&ll see nothing more of you, unless it 
be by letter, till the evening. I would' do myself the 
honour to carry your message ; but, to tell you a secret, 
I believe I shall have just such another affair on my 
own hands. There is a gay captain here who put a 
jest on me lately at the expense of my country, and 
I only want to fall in with thai gentleman to call him 
out. 

Acres. By my valour, I should like to see yoxi fight 
first 1 Odds life, 1 should like to see you kill him, if it' 
was only to get a little lesson ! 

Sir L. I shall be very proud of instructing yoU. 

Well, for the present ^but remember now, when you 

meet your antagonist, do everything in a mild and 
agreeable manner. Let your csurage be as keen, but 
at the same time as polished as your sword. 

\Exeunt severally. 
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ACT IV. 

Scmra I. Acres' LaJgingti 

Acres and David, 

David, Then, by the mass, sir, I would do n6 such 
thing^I ne'er a Sir Lucius OTriggcor in the kingdom 
should make me fight when I wasn't so minded. Oons4 
what will the old lady say when she hears o^t ? 

Acres. But my honour, David, my honour t I must 
be very earful of my honour. 

David, Ay, by the mass ! and I would be very care* 
ful of it; and I think, in return, my honour couldn't do^ 
leas than to be very careful of me. 

Acret. Odds blades! David, no gentleman will 
ever risk the loss of his honour ! 

David. I say, then, it would be but civil in honour 
never to risk the loss of a gentleman. Look ye, master, 
this honour seems to me to be a marvellous false friend ; 
ay, truly, a very courtier-like servant. Put the cASe, I 
was a gentleman (whidi, thank God, no one can say of 
me); well, my honour makes me quarrel with another 
genileman of my acquaintance;- So— we fight. (Plea- 
sant enough that.) Boh! I kill him (the more 's my luclc.) 
Now, pray, who gets the profit of it 1 why, my honour. 
But put the case that he kills me 1 By the' mass, I 
go to the worms, and my honour whips over to my 
enemy. 

Acres, No, David, in that case 1 Odds crowns and 
laurels 1 your honour follows you to the grave i 

David. Now, that's just the place where I could 
make a shift to do without it. 

Acres. Zounds ! David, you are a coward I It 
do«sa't become my valour tot lisMn^ you. What, shall 
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I disgrace my ance«tors? Ttiink of that, David, think 
what it would be to disgrace my ancestors ! 

David, Under fijiyoar, the surest way of not dis- 
gracing* them, is to keep as loaig as you can out of their 
company. Look ye now, master, to go to them in such 
haste, with an ounce of lead in your brains, I should 
think it might as well be let alone. Our ancestors are 
very good kind of folks ; bat they are the last people I 
should choose to have a visiting acquaintance with. 

Acres. But, David, now you dont think there is 
such very, very, very great danger, eh! Odds life! 
people often fight without any mischief done ! 

David, By the mass, I think'tis ten to one against 3n>u ! 
Oons 1 here to meet some lion-headed fellow, I warrant, 
with his damned double-barrelled swords and cut-and- 
thrust pistols 1 Lord bless us ! it makes me tremble to 

think o't those be such desperate bloody-minded 

weapons I Well, I never could abide them! from a 
child I never could fancy them ! I suppose there an't 
been so merciless a beast in the world as your loaded 
pistol I 

Acres. Zounds! I wont be afraid— odds fire and 
fury! you shant make me afiraid. Here is the chal- 
lenge, and I have sent for my dear friend, Jack Abso- 
lute, to carry it for me. 

David. Ay, i' the name of mischief, let him be the 
messenger. For my part I wouldn't lend a hand to it 
for the best horse in your stable. By the mass 1 it dont 
look like another letter ! it is, as I may say, a design- 
ing and malicious-looking letter, and I warrant smells 
of gunpowder, like a soldier's pouch ! Oons 1 1 wouldn't 
swear it mayn't go off. 

Acres. Out, you poltroon ! you havn't the valour of a 
grasshopper. 

Dmiid* Well, I say no more ; 't will be sad news, to 
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be sure, M XXod Hall! but I ha' ^ne. How Phillis 
will howl when she hears of it I a^^ poor bitch, she 
little thinks what shooting her master's going after ! 
and I warrant old Crop, who has carried your honour, 
field and road, these ten y^ars, will curse the hour he 
was bom ! [ lVhimperif$g, 

Acres, It wont do, David; I am determined to 
fight, so get along, you coiRtady while I'm in the 
mind. 

David, Good-bye, master. {Whifftpering. 

Acres, Get along, you cowsu^lyt^daslirdly, croak- 
ing raven I **■ [Exit David, 

Enter Captain Absolutb.- 

Ca^t, What 's the matter. Bob ? 

Acres, A vile, sheep-hearted blockhead ! If I hadn't 
the valour of St. George, and thp dragon to boot 

Cafit, But what did you want with me, Bob ? 

Acres, Oh, there ! [Gives kirn the challenge. 

Capt, [To Ensign Beverley. '\ So what's going on 
now I [Aside.] Well, what 's this ? 

Acres. A challenge! 

Ca/t. Indeed 1 Why, you wont fight him, will 
you, Bob? 

Acres. Egad, but I will, Jack. Sir Lucius has 
wrought me to it. He has left me full of rage, and I '11 
fight this evening, that so much good passion mayn't 
be wasted. 

Capt. But what have I to do with this ? 

Acres. Why, as I think you know something of this 
fellow, I want you to find him out for me, and give him 
this mortal defiance. 

Capt, Well, give it me, and trust me he gets it. 

Acres. Thank you, my dear friend, my dear Jack ; 
but it is giving you a great deal of trouble. 
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■CapU 'Not in the- l«aat ; I beg you wont laeBttoD it. 
No trouble in the world, I assuic yoo. 

Acns. You are very kincL What it is to have a 
friend ! you couldn't be my second, could you. Jack? 

Ca^t. Why no, 3ob, oat in this affair; it would Dot 
be qui(e so proper. 

Acrts. Well, then, I mufftiget my friend, Sir Lucius. 
1 shall hav« your good wishes, however, Jackf 

CapL Whenever he meets you, believe me. 

Enter Servant. 

Serv. Sir Anthony Absolute is below, inqjuiriog.for 
the Captain. 

Ca//. I 'II come instantly. Well, my little hero, 
success attend you. [G^tHg-, 

Acres. Stay, stay. Jack. If Beverley should ask 
you what kind of a man your friend Acres is, do t«U 
him I am a devil of a fellow, will you. Jack? 

Cafit, To be sure I shall. I '11 say you are a deter- 
mined dog, eht Bob? 

Acres. Ay, do, do ; and if that frightens him, egad, 
perhaps he mayn't come. So tell him I generally kill 
a man a week ; will you. Jack ? 

Capt. I will, I will. I '11 say you are called in the 
country " Fighting Bob." 

Acres. Right, right — 'tis all to prevent mischief; 
for I dont want to take his life if I clear my honour. 

Capt, No I That 's very kind of you. 

Acres. Why, you dont wish me to kill him, do you. 
Jack? 

Copt. No, upon my soal,' I do not. But a devil of 
a fellow, eh ? iGoing. 

Acres. True, true. But stay— stay, Jack ; you may 
add that you never saw me in such a rage before — a 
motit devouring rage. 
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Ca/^. . I wiU. I will. 

Acnes. Remember, Jaek — a determined dog. 

Capt. Ay, ay, " Fighting Bob." 

iExeuHt severally. 

ScENB II. Mrs. Malaprop's l^odgings, 
Mrs. Malaprop a?td Lydia. 

Mrs. M, Why, thou perverse one, tell me what you 
can object to him? Isn't he a handsome man? tell me 
that. A genteel man ? a pretty figure of a man ? 

Lydia, She little thinks whom she is praising. 
{AsideJ] .So is Beverley, ma'am. 

Mrs. M. No caparisons, miss, if you please. Capari- 
fons dont become a young woman. Nol Captain 
Absolute is indeed a fine gentleman. 

Lydia. Ay, the Captain Absolute you have seen. 

[Aside. 

Mrs. M. Then he 's so well bred ; so full of alacrity 
and adulation ! I protest, when I saw him, I thought 
of what Hamlet says in the play : " Hesperian curls — 
the front of Job himself— an eye, like March, to 
threaten at command — a. station, like Harry Mercury, 
new" — Something about kissing— on a hill — ^however, 
the similitude struck me directly. 

Lydia. How enraged she '11 be presently, when she 
discovers her mistake. {Aside, 

Enter Servant. 

Serv. Sir Anthony and Captain Absolute are below, 
ma'am.. 

Mrs: M, Show them up here. [Exit Servant.] 
Now, Lydia, I insist on your behaving as becomes a 
young woman. Show your good breeding, at least, 
though you have forgot your duty. 
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Lydia. Madam, I have told yoa mf tesolutlon. I 
shall not only give him no encouragement, but I wont 
even speak to or look at him. 

[Flings herself into a ckairt tvitk her fact 
f^WH the door. 

Enter Sir Anthony and Captain Absolutb. 

Sir A . Here we are, Mrs. Malaprop, come to miti- 
gate the frowns of unrelenting beauty, And difficulty 
enough I had to bring this fellow. I dont know what 's 
the matter, but if I had not held him by force, he 'd 
-have given me the slip. 

Mrs. M. You have infinite trouble. Sir Anthony, 
in the affair. I am ashamed for the cauMi Lydta, 
Lydia, rise, I beseech you— pay your respects ! 

iAeiOe to her. 

Sir A, I hope, madam, that Miss Languish has 
i«fl«cted on the worth of thb gentleman, And the 
rsgard due to her aunt's choice and my alliance. Now, 
Jack, speak to her. [Aside to him. 

Cei^. What the devil shall I do? [Aside.\ You see, 
sir, she wont even look at me whilst you are here. I 
knew she wouldn't; I told you so. Let me entreat 
you, sir, to leave us together. 

[Captain Absolute seems to exposttdate tuith 
his fkther. 

Lydia^ [Aside."] I wonder I havn't heard my aunt 
exclaim yet; sure she cant have looked at him I per- 
Wps their regimentals are alike, and she b something 
Uiftd. 

^'iV A . I say, sir, I wont stir a foot yet. 

Mrs. M. I am sorry to say, Sir Anthony, that my 
affluence over my niece is very small. Turn round, 
Lydia, I blush for you ! [Aside to her. 

Sir A. May 1 not flatter myself that Miss Languish 
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will assign what cause of dislike she can have to my 
son? Why dont you begin, Jack? Speak, you puppy» 
speak ! [A side to him^ 

Mrs, M, It is impossible, Sir Anthony, she can 
have any. She will not say she has. Answer, hussy I 
Why dont you answer? \AsieU to her^ 

Sir A, Then, madam, I trust that a childish and 
hasty predilection will be no bar to Jack'js happiness. 
Zounds, sirrah, why dont you speak? {Aside to him* 

Capt. Hem! heml Madam— hem! [Ahsoluts 
attempts to speak^ then returns to Sir Anthony. \ 
Faith, sir, I am so confounded— and so— so— con* 
fused ! I told you I should be so, sir ; I knew it. The 
•—the tremor of my passi<m entirely takes away my 
presence of mind. 

- Sir A. But it dont take away your voice, fool, does 
it? Go up and speak to her directly. [Absolute 
mak4s signs to Mrs. Malapro^ to leave them together.\ 
What the devil are you at? Unlock your jaws, sirrah, 
or \Aside to him, 

Capt. {Draws near Lydia.'\ Now, heaven send she 
may be too sullen to look round ! I must disguise my 
voice. {Aside. Speaks in a low^ hoarse tone."] Will 
not Miss Languish lend an ear to the mild accents of 
true love ? Will not 

Sir A. What the devil ails the fellow? Why dont 
^ou speak out, not stand croaking like a frog in a 
quinsey? 

. Capt, The— the— excess of my awe, and my— my— 
my modesty, quite choke me I 

Sir A. Ah! your modesty again I I'll tell yott 
what Jack, if you dont speak out directly, and glibly 
too, I shall be in such a rage! Mrs. Malaprop, I wish 
the lady would favour us with something more than a 
.aide-front. , {Mrs. Malaprop seenu to ^hide L^dia, 
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Ca/i. So f all wiU out, I 9eet {Goe» «^ /^ ZySai 
tweaks Mf/ify.] Be not sorprUed, ray Ljrdia; suppress 
all surprise at present. 

Lydia, [Asidf.] Heavens t lis Beverley^s voioe^. 
[Looks round by d*gren% ikon, starts »>.] Is thb pos* 
sible? My Beverley ! how can tlus be-^ny Beverley? 

Capt, Ah! 'tis all overt [Aside. 

Sir A. Beverley! the devil— Beverley t What csa 
the girl mean? This is my son, Jack Absolute. 

Mrs, M. For shame, hussy! for shame! Your 
head runs so on that fellow that you Imv« hini 
always in your eyes. Beg Captain Absolute's pardon 
directly. 

Lydia, I see no Captain Absolute, but my loved 
^ Beverley. 

Sir A. Zounds, the girl 's mad ! her brain 's turned 
by reading ! 

Mrs. M. O' my conscience, I believe so! What dd 
you mean by Beverley, hussy? You saw Captain 
Absolute before to-day ; there he is — your husband thai 
shall be. 

Lydia. With all my soul, ma'am — ^when I refuse 
my Beverley 

Sir A. Oh, she's as mad as Bedlam! or has diss 
fellow been playing us a rogue's trick? Come her^ 
sirrah ; who the devil are you? 

Capt. Faith, sir, I am not quite clear myself; but 
I '11 endeavour to recollect. 

Sir A, Are you my son or tiot? Answer for ^mur 
mother, you do^, if you wont for me. 
' ' Capt. Ye powen of impudence, befriend me I 
[Aside.^ Sir Anthony, most assuredly I am your wife^ 
son ; and that I ancerely believe myself to be yonis 
also, I hope my duty has always shown. Mrs. Malf^ 
^ prop, I am your most respectful admxrtr— «nd ^txsXL \a 
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piood to add, »ffectioiiate nephew. I need not tell my 
Lydia that she sees her faithful Beveriey, who, know- 
ing the stnfular generosity of her temper, assumed 
that name, and a station which has proved a test of 
the most disinterested love, which he now hopes to 
enjoy in a more eleviUed chaiacter. 
Lydia, So there will be no elopement after all ! 

\SulUnly, 
Sir A,, Upon my soul, Jack, thou art a very im- 
pudent fellow 1 To do you justice, I think I never saw 
a piece of more consummate assurance ! 

Capt, Oh, you flatter me, sir, you compliment I 
'Tis my modesty, you know, sir— my modesty— that 
baa stood in my way. 

- Sir A. Well, I am glad you are not the dull, insen- ' 
stble variet you pretended to be, however. I 'm glad 
you have made a fool of your father, you dog — I am. 
So this was your penitence, your duty, and obedience I 
I thought it was damned sudden. You never heard 
their names before, not you 1 What, the Languishes of 
tVbineestershire, eh? If you could please me in the 
affair, 'twas all you desired! Ah I you dissembling 
villain I What ! [Pointing to Lydia] she squints, dont 
the?— a little red-haired girl!— eh t Why, you hypo- 
critical young rascal — I wonder you am't ashamed to 
hold up your head ! 

Copt, 'Tis with difficulty, sir— I am confused— very 
iniich confused, as you must perceive. 

Mr$. M, Ohi, lud 1 Sir Anthony, a new light breaks 
in upon me I eh ! how ! what ! Captain, did you write 
the letters then? What! am I to thank you for the 
elegant compilation of "an old weather-beaten she- 
dragon"— eh? Oh, mercy I was it you that reflected 
on-my pans of speech ? 
Copt, Pear sir, my raedesty will be overpoweredJ^ 
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last if you dont assist me. I shaU catainly not be 
able to stand it. 

Sir A. Come, come, Mrs. Malaprop, we mnst for* 
get and forgive; odds lifel matters have taken so 
clever a turn of a sudden, that I could find in my heart 
to be so good-humoured 1 and so gallant 1 eh, Mrs. 
Malaprop? Come, we must leave them together, Mrs. 
Malaprop; they long to fly into each other's arms, I 
warrant. Jack, isn't the cheek as I said, eh T and the 
eye, you rogue I and the lip— eh ? Come, Mrs. Mala- 
prop^ we'll not disturb their tenderness-; theirs is the 
time of life for happiness ! Youth 's the . siason nuuU 
fifr joy, \Sings.'\ £h? Odds life! I 'm in such spirits, 
I dont know what I could not do I Permit me, ma'uiu 
\Pives his hand to Mrs, Malaprop. Sings. \ Tol tU 
roll Gad I should like to have a little fooling myself^ 
Tol <U roll de roll 

\,Exit singings and handing Mrs, Malaprop^ 

Lydia sits sullenly in the chair, 

Capt. So much thought bodes me no good. lAsida,^ 
So grave, Lydia 1 

Lydia. Sir ! 

Capt. So ! egad ! I thought as much I That damned 
monosyllable has froze mel \Aside.^ What, Lydia» 
now that we are as happy in our friends' consent as in 
our mutual vows I 

Lydia. Friends' consent indeed ! {Peeviskly, 

Capt, Come, come, we must lay aside some of our 
romance— a little wealth and comfort may be endured 
after all. And for your fortune, the lawyers shall make 
such settlements as 

Lydia. Lawyers I I hate lawyers ! 

Capt. Nay, then we will not wait for their lingering 
..^HBi. but instantly procure the license, and.-^r 
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Lydia, The license! J hate license 1 

Capt. Oh, my love, be not so unkind i Thus let me 
entreat— \Kneeling, 

Lydia. Pshaw ! what signifies kneeling, when you 
know I must have you ? 

Capt, [Risuig.'\ Nay, madam, there shall be no 
constraint upon your inclinations, I promise you. If I 
have lost your heart, I resign the rest Gad, I must 
try what a little spirit will do. [Aside, 

Lydia. [RisingJ] Then, sir, let me tell you, the in- 
terest you had there was acquired by a mean, unmanly 
imposition, and deserves the punishment of fraud. 
Whatl you have been treating me like a child! 
humouring my romance 1 and laughing, I suppose, at 
3rour success 1 

CapL You wrong me, Lydia, you wrong me— only 



Lydia, So, while I fondly imagined we were de- 
ceiving my reUtions, and flattered myself that I should 
outwit and incense them all, behold, my hopes are to 
be crushed at once by my aunt's consent and approba- 
tion, and I am myself the only dupe at last I [IValking 
about in a Aeat»] But here, sir, here is the picture — 
Beverley's picture : [taking a miniature from her 
botom\ which I have wwn night and day, in spite of 
threats and entreaties 1 There, sir, [/lings it to Aim] 
and, be assured, I throw the original from my heart as 
easily. 

Capt. Nay, nay, ma'am, we will not differ as to 
that — ^here, [taking out a picture] here is Miss,Lydia 
Languish. What a diffo-encel ay, there is the 
heavenly assenting smile, that first gave soul and spirit 
to my hopes I Those are- the lips which sealed a vow, 
as yet scarce dry in Cupid's calendar ! and there the 
half'tescntful blush, that would have, checked, the 
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ardour of my iSumka. Well, all that's past— ^H over 
indeed 1 Theiie, madam, in beauty, that oopy is not 
equal to you; but in my mind its merit over the 
original, in being still the same, is such-— that— I '11 put 
it in my pocket. [Puis it np agaitu 

Lydia. [Sofienh^^^ Tisyour own doing, sir — I^-I 
•<^I suppose you are perfectly satisfied? 

CapU Oh, most certainly 1 Sure now this is much 
better than being in love! ha, ha, ha! there's some 
spirit in this ! What signifies brealdng some scores of 
solemn promises? all that's of no consequence, yon 
know. To be sure, people will say that miss didn't 
know her own mind— but never mind that : or perhaps 
they may be illnatured enough to hint that the gentle- 
man grew tired of the lady and forsook her— but doat 
let that fret you. 

LyeUa, There 's no bearing this insolence. 

[BursU into ieatrs. 

Enter Mrs. Malaprop a»$d Sir Amthoky. 

Mrs. M. [Entsring-J] Come, we must intenrupt yom 
billing and cooing awhile. 

Lydia. This is worse than your treachery and 
deceit, you base ingrate ! \S^>bing» 

Sir A . What the devil 's the matter now ! Zounds ! 
Mrs. Ma!aprop, this is the oddest billing and cooinj; I 
ever heard ! But what the deuce is the meaning of it T 
I 'm quite astonished ! 

Copt, Ask the lady, sir. 

Mrsi M, Oh, mercy ! I am quite analyzed, fat my 
part ! Why, Lydia, what is the reason of this? 

Lydia, Ask the gentleman, ma'am. 

Sir A, Zounds! I shall be in a frenzy! Why, 
Jack, you are not come out to be anyone else, axe 
— .• 
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Bin. M, k$i sir, tb«re's no more triek, is there? 
You are not, like Cerberus, three gentlemea at once, 
are you 7 

Ca>/. You 11 not let m« speak. I say the kuly can 
account for this mudi better than I can. 

Lydia, Ma'am, you once commanded me never to 
think of Beverley again — there is the man. I now obey 
you; for, from this moment, I renounce him for ever. 

[Exit Lydia, 

Mrs. M. Oh, mercy and miracles! lA^t a turn 
here is! Why snre, Captain, you haven't behaved 
disrespectfully to my niece? 

Sir A, Ha, ha, ha! ha, ha, ha! now I see it. Ha, 
ha, ha ! now I see it. You have been too lively, Jack; 

Ca^t, Nay, sir, upon my word 

Sir A, Come, no lying. Jack— I'm sure 'twas sa 
Come* no excuses. Jack. Why, your &ther, you 
rog^ue, was so before you. The Uood of the Absolutes 
was always impatient. 
. Ca.^i. By all that 's good, sh^ 

Sir A. Zounds! say no more, I tell you — Mrs. 
Malaprop shall make your peace. You must make his 
peace, Mrs. Malaprop— you must tell her 'tis Jack's 
way — tell her 'tis ^1 our ways— it runs in the blood of 
onr family 1 Come away. Jack, ha, ha, hal Mrs. 
Malaprop— a young villain ! [Pushes him out, 

Mrs, M. Oh, Sir Anthony ! oh, fie. Captain 1 

[Exeunt ssveraUy. 

ScBNB III. The North Parade, 

Enter Sir Lucius O'Trigger. 

Sir L* I wonder where this Captain Absolute hides 
himself. Upon my conscience, these officers are always 
in one's way in love afiairs. I remember I might bav« 
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married Lady Dorothy Carmine if it had not been Yor 
a little rogue of a major, who ran away with her before 
she could get sight of me ! And I wonder what it is 
the ladies can see in them to be so fond of them — unless 
it be a touch of the old serpent in them, that makes the 
little creatures be caught, like vipers, with a bit of red 
doth. Hah, isn't that the Captain coming ? Faith, it 
is I There is a probability of succeeding about that 
fellow that is mighty provoking. Who the devil is he 
talking to ? {Ste^ aside. 

Enter Captain Absolute, 
. Capt, To what fine purposes have I been plotting 1 
a noble reward for all the schemes, upon my «oul ! a 
little gipsy 1 I did not think her so damned absurd 
neither. Sdeath, I never was in a worse humour 
in all my life I I could cut my own throat, or any 
other person's, with the greatest pleasure in the 
world I 

Sir L, Oh, faith, I 'm in the luck of it I I never 
could have found him in a sweeter temper for my 
purpose ; to be sure I 'm just come in the nick I Now 
to enter into conversation with him, and so quarrel 
genteelly. \.Sir Lucius goes up to Absolute,'\ With 
regard to that matter. Captain, I must beg leave to 
differ in opinion with you. 

Capt, Upon my word, then, you must be a very 
subtle disputant; because, sir, I happened just then to 
be giving no opinion at all. 

Sir L. That 's no reason ; for, give me leave to tell 
you, a man may think an untruth as well as speak 
one. 

Capt. Very true, sir ; but if a man never utters l&is 
thoughts, I should think they might stand a fiance ol 
"nng controversy. 
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S£*^ Z,.. Then, sir, yoa differ in opinioo with me« 
wluch amounts to the same thing. 

C«>/. Hark ye, Sir Lucius, what you can drive at, 

onless you mean to quarrel with me, I cannot conceive ! 

StrL. I hnmbly thank you, sir, for the quickness 

of your apprehension. \Bowing.\ You have named 

the very thing I would be at. 

Ca^t, Very well, sir, I shall ceruinly not baulk 
yotur inclinations; but I should be glad you would 
please to examine your motives. 

StrL, Pray, sir, be easy. The quarrel is a very 
pretty quarrel as it stands ; we should only spoil it by 
trying to explain it. However, your memory is very 
short, or you could not have forgot an affront you 
passed on me within this week. So, no more, but name 
your time and place. 

Capt, Well, sir, since jron are so bent on it, the 
sooner the better; let it be this evening— 4iere by the 
Spring Gardens. We shall scarcely be interrupted. 

Sir L, Faith I that same interruption, in auffairs of 
this nature, shows very great ill-breedhig. I dont 
know what 's the reason, but in England, if a thing of 
this kind gets wind, people make such a pother that a 
gentleman can never fight in peace and quietness. 
However, if it is the same to you, Captain, I should 
take it as a paiticnlar kindness, if you 'd let us meet in 
King's Mead Fields, as a little bu^ness will call me 
there about' six o'clock, smd I may despatch both 
jnatters at once. 

. Capt. Tis the same to me exactly. A little after 
six, then, we shall discuss this matter more seriously. 
. Sir L. If you please, sir ; there will be very pretty 
^mall-sword light, though it wont do for a long shot. 
So that matter is settled, and my mind 's at ease. 
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Enter Faulkland, meeting Captain Absoluts. 

Copt. Well met. I was going to look for yon. Oh, 
Fauliclaod, all the demons of spite and disappointmenl 
have conspired against me ! I 'm so vexed, that if I 
had not the prospect of a resource, in being knocked oa 
the head by-and-by, I should scarce have spirits to tel} 
you the cause. 

Faulk, What can yoa mean? Has Lydia changed 
her mind? I should have thought her duty amd 
inclination would now have pcMnted to the aune 
object. 

Capt, Ay, just as tlie eyes do of a person who 
squints. When her love-eye was fixed on me~t'othar, 
her eye of duty, was finely obliqued ; bat when duty 
bid her point that the same way, off t'other turned on a 
swivel, and secured its retreat with a frown. 

Faulk, But what 's the resource yo u 

Capt, Oh, to wind up the whole. Sir Luchis OTrigt 
ger— yon know him by sight—- for some a&out, which I 
am sure I never intended, has obliged me to meet him 
this evening at six o'clock. Tis on that account X 
wished to see you ; you must go with me. 

Faulk, Nay, there must be some mistake, sure. 
Sir Lucius shall explain himself, and I dare say matters 
may be accommodated ; but this evening, did you sayl 
I wish it had been any other time. 

Copt, Why? There will be light enough; there wiU 
(as Sir Lucius says) *' be very pretty small-sword ligh^ 
though it will not do for a long shot." Confound Us 
long shots 1 

Faulk, But I am myself a good deal rufRed by a 
difference I have had with Julia. My vile, tormenting 
temper has mode me treat her so cruelly that I ^^ ^\^ 
not be myself till we are reconciled. 
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Ct^i^ By he^veas, Faulkland, you doot deserve 
hert 

Enter Servant ; gtvu Faulkland a UtUr, 

Fmulk, Oh, Jack, dus is from JuHa 1 I draed to 
open it. 

Capt. Here, let me see. \.Ta}»t the Utter and opens 
it,} Ay, a final sentence indeed ! T is all ovor with 
you, faith! 

Faulk. Nay, Jack, doat keep me in suspense. 

Copt. Hear then. 

As I am cqnwMced thai my dear Faulkland* s own 
nf/gectiom have already upbraided him for his last un- 
kindness to me^ I will net add a ivord on the subject. 
I vtish to speak with you as soon as possible. 

VourSt ever and truly, "ixiVlK. 

There's stubbornness and resentment for you I \Giyes 
hint the letter. '\ Why^ man, you dont seem one whit 
the happier at this. 

Faulk. • Oh, yes, I am— but— ^i- 

Capt. Confound your butsl You never hear any- 
thing that would make another man bless himself, hut 
yon immediately damn it with a but t 

Faulk. Now, Jack, as you are my friend, own 
honestly— dont you think there is somethm^ forward, 
something indelicate, in this haste to forgive? Women 
should never sue for reconciliation ; that should always 
come from us. They should retain their coldness till 
^v^ooed to kindness ; and their pardon, like their k>ve, 
should ** not, unsought, be won." 

Capt. I have not patience to listen to you ; thonVt 
incorrigible 1 so say no more on the subject. I must go 
go settle a few matters. Let me see you before six, 
yemcrober, at my lodgings. A poor industrious devil 
like me, who have toiled and drudged, and plotted to 



24 /SHERIDAN. ' 

gain my ends, and am at last disappointed by oiher 
people's folly, may in pity be allowed to swear and 
grumble a little ; but a captious sceptic in love, a slave 
to finetfulness and whim, who has no difficulties but of 
his own creating, is a subject more fit for ridicule than 
compassion. [Exit, 

Faulk, I feel his reproaches; ytX I would not 
change this too exquisite nicety for the gross content 
with which he tramples oft the thorns of love. His 
engaging me in this duel has started an idea in my 
head which I will instantly pursue ; I 'II use it as the 
touchstone of Julia's sincerity and disinterestedness. 
If her love prove pure and sterling ore my name will 
rest on it with honour ; and, once I 've stamped it there, 
I '11 lay aside my doubts for ever ! \.&je%t. 



ACT V. 

ScENB I. Ji/lia's DressingToofiu 

Julia. 

Julia. How this message has alarmed me ! "What 

dreadful accident can he mean? Why such charge to 

be alone ? Oh^ Faulkland, how many unhappy moments, 

how many tears, have you cost me ! 

Enter Faulkland. 

What means this ? Why this caution, FauUdand ? 

Faulk. Alas, Julia 1 I am come to take a long fioe. 
well. 

JtUia. Heavens ! what do you mean? 

Faulk, You see before you a wretch whose life ii 
forfeited I Nay, start not ; the infirmity of my temper 
has drawn all this misery on me. I left you fretful and 
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pasaSonate ; an untoward accident drew me Into a quar- 
rel ; the event is, that I must fly this kingdom instantly I 
Qh, Julia, had I been so fortunate as to have called you 
mine entirely, before this mischance had fallen on me, I 
should not so deeply dread my banishment. 
. yuJia. My soul is oppressed with sorrow at the 
nature of your misfortune. Had these adverse cir- 
cumstances arisen from a less fatal cause, I should 
have felt strong comfort in the thought, that I could 
now chase from your bosom every doubt of the warm 
sincerity of my love. My heart has long known no 
qther guardian. I now entrust my person to your 
honour ; we will fly together. When safe from ptu^uit 
my father's will may be fulfilled, and I receive a legal 
claim to be the partner of your sorrows and tenderest 
comforter. 

Jfaulk. O Julia, I am bankrupt in gratitude t Would 
you not wish some hours to weigh the advantages you 
forago, and what little compensation poor Faulkland 
can make you, beside his solitary love? 

yulia, I ask not a moment No, Faulkland, I have 
loved you for yourself: and if I now, more than ever,, 
prize the solemn engagement which so long has pledged 
US to each other, it is because it leaves no room for hard 
aspersions on my fiune, and puts the seal of duty to an 
act of love. But let us not linger, perhaps this delay—— 
Faulk. Twill be better I should not venture out 
again till dark: yet am I grieved to think what num- 
berless distresses will press heavy on your gentle dispo- 
sition I 

yuUa, Perhaps your fortune maybe forfeited by 
fhis unhappy act? I know not whether 'tis so, but 
0uz« that alone can never make us unhappy. The little 
I have will be suflicient to support us, and exile never 
Ijbould be splendid, _ ^ . • 
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FmM. Ay, but in mach an abj«et state of life, <if 
woonded pride perhaps may iacreaae die natiural fire^ 
falaen oi my temper, till I become a mde, mopoat 
companion, beyond yoor patience to endore. 

yulia. If your thoughts should assume so unhmppf 
a bent, you will the more want some mild and aflec* 
tioaate q>trit to watdi over and console you; oofe 
who, by bearii^ your infirmities with gentlciiieas and 
resignation, may teach you so to bear die evils of yotf 
Cortune. 

F<tttM. Julia, I ha^e proved you to the quick 1 and 
with this useless device, I throw away all my doubts 
How shall I plead to be forgiven this last unwostby 
effect of my restless, unsatisfied disposition T 

yttiim% Has no such disaster happened as you it* 
lated. 

Faulk, I am ashamed to own that it was all pr et ended. 
Let me to-m<xTow, in the &ce of heaven, ree«ve my 
future guide and monitress, and expiate my past folly 
by years of tender adoration. 

yuHa, Hold, Faulkland I that you are iree from s 
crime, which I before feared to name, heaven knows, 
how rincerdy I rejoice ! These are tears of tkankM* 
ness for thatl But that your cruel doubts riiooM 
have urged you to an imposition that has wrung my 
heart, gives me now a pang more keen than I ess 
tiepressi 

FmMt, By heavens, Julia! 

JnUa. Yet hear me. My father loved you, Faulk- 
land I and you preserved the life that tender parent 
gave me. In his ixesenoe I pledged my hand, joyfully 
pledged it, where before I had given my heart. WheB,' 
■soon after, I lost that parent, it seemed to me Asl 
Provideace had, in PauHcland, shown me whither t» 
transfer, without a pause, my j^rateful duly as well si 
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way aMoOaon, Hence I have been oontcnt to bear from 
you what pride and dcficacy woold have forbid me from 
another. I wiU not upbraid yoa by repeating how ywx 
have trifled vnth my sincerity. 

F'andk, I coofess it all 1 yet hear— — 

ytUia, After such a year of trial I might have flat- 
tered myself that I should not have been insulted with 
a new probation of my sincerity, as cruel as unnecea- 
sao' 1 I °o^ see that it is not in your nature to be 
content, or o(»fident in love. With this convictioa I 
never will be yours. 

F'aulk, Nay, but, Julia, by my soul aftd honour t 
if, after thU 

yuKa. But one word more. As my fithh has once 
been given to you, I never will barter it with another. 
I shall pray for your happiness with the truest sincerity, 
and the dearest blessing I can iuk of heaven to send 
yon will be to charm you from that unhappy temper, 
which alone has prevented the performance of our 
ftolemn engagement All I request of you is, that you 
will yourself reflect upon this infirmity ; and when you 
gkuoaber up the many true delights it has deprived you 
of, let it not be your least regret that it lost you the 
love of one who would have followed you in beggary 
through the world. \Exit. 

FmuVe. She 's gone ! for ever I There was an awful 
tesdotion in her manner that riveted me to my place. 
O fool! dehi barbarian I Cursed as I am, wkh more 
imperfections than my fellow-wretches, kind fortune 
kent a heaven-gifted cherub to my aid, and, like a 
enffian, I have driven her from my side 1 I must now 
liaate to my appointment. Well, my mind is tuned fot> 
•nch a scene ! I shall wish only to become a principal iii 
It, and reverse the tale my cursed folly put me upon forg<^ 
Cng; here. O love! tormentor 1 fioidl whose influence, 
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like the moon's, acting on men of dull souls, malm 
idiou of them, but meeting subtler spirits, betntjrs their * 
course, and urges snisibility to madness I . [f jciX. 

Ettitr Maid and Ltdia. 

Maid. My mistress, ma'am, I know, was here just 
now ; perhaps she is only in the next room. [JSjciL 

Lydia, Heigho I Though he has used me so, this 
fellow runs strangely in my head. I believe one lecture 
from my grave cousin will make me recall hinu 

EnUrJvLlA. . I 

Oh, Julia, I am come to you with such an appetite for 
consolation ! Lud, child ! what 's the matter with yoat 
You have been crying I I '11 be hanged if that Faulk* 
land has not been tormenting you 1 

yulia. You misuke the cause of my uneasiness. 
Something has flurried me a little. Nothing that yon 
can guess at. I would not accuse Faulklaod to a 
sister. lAside, 

Lydia. Ah! whatever vexations you may have, 1 
can assure you mine surpass them. You know who 
Beverley proves to be I 

Julia. I will now own to you, Lydia, that Mr. 
Faulkland had before informed me of the whole affair. 

Lydia, So, then, I see I have been deceived by 
every one 1 but I dont care ; I '11 never have him. 

Julia, Nay, Lydia 

Lydia. Why, is it not provoking, when I thought we 
were coming to the prettiest distress imaginable, to find 
myself made a mere Smithfield bargain of at lastf 
There had I projected one of the most sentimental 
elopements I so becoming a disguise ! so amiable « 
ladder of ropes.! . Consdous moon, four horses, Scotch 
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•ftarum, with such suipriae to Mrs. Malaprop ! and tuch 
paragraphs in the newspapers I Oh, I shall die with 
•disappointment ! 

yuHa. I dont wonder at it. 

Lydia. Now— sad reverse !— what have I to expect, 
bat, after a deal of flimsy preparation, with a bishop's 
iicoise, and my aunt's blessing, to go simpering up to 
ithe altar ; or perhaps be cried three times in a country 
church, and have an unmannerly fat clerk ask the con- 
sent of ttvery butcher in the parish, to join John Abso- 
lute and Lydia Languish, spinster! Oh that I should 
Jive to hear myself called spinster! 

yulia. Melancholy indeed ! 
. Lydia. How mortifying to remember the dear de- 
licious shifts I used to be put to, to. gain half a minute's 
conversation with this fellow I How often have I stole 
forth in the coldest night in January, and found him in 
the garden stuck like a dripping statue I There would 
he Icneel to me in the snow, and sneeze and cough, so 
pathetically! he shivering with cold, and I with appre- 
hension ! and while the freezing blast numbed our joints, 
fao^^ warmly would he press me to pity his flame, and 
^ow with mutual ardour I Ah, Julia, that was some- 
thing like being in love 1 

yulia. If I were in spirits, Lydia, I should chide 
you only by laughing heartily at 3F0U ; but it suits more 
the situation of my mind at present earnestly to entreat 
yoa not to let a man, who loves you with sincerity, 
•uflfer that unhappiness from your caprice, which I 
Icnoinr too well caprice can inflict. 
LydiOn Oh, lud ! what has brought my aunt here? 

Entir Mrs. Malaprop a$id David. 
Mrs, M. So, so! here's fine work! here's fine 
suicide, parricide, and simulation going on in the fields, 
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«nd Sir Antfaooy not to be foand to prevent the anti- 
strophe! 

ytUia, For heaven's sake, madam, what 's die mcanr 
ingof this? 

Lydim. Oh, patience! Do, ma'am, for heaven's 
sake, tell ns what is die matter t 

Afrr. M, Why, murder's the matter I slaughter 'i 
the mxtterl killing's the matterl But he can teM yom 
the perpendicnlars. 

Dmmd. Lookee, my lady. By the mass, there's 
mischief gung on. Folks dont nae to meet for •maBe* 
meat with firearms,. firelocks, fire^nglBes, fire-screenit 
fire-offices, and the devil knows what other cKadcers 
hestde ! This, my lady, I say has an angry fiavour. 
To be sore. Captain Alnolute— • 

yW/ik. But who is engaged? 

David. My poor master— under iavonr for men* 
tioning him first. You know me, my lady-~-I an 
David— and my master of course is, or was, Squire 
Acres— «nd Captain Absolute. Then comes Squire 
Faulkland. 

yuHa, Do, ma'am, let us instantly endeavour te 
prevent misdiief. 

Mrs. M. Oh, fie, it would be^very inelegant in us! 
we should only participate things. 

Lydia. Do, my dear aunt, let us hasten to p s > e fe iii 



David. Ah t do, Mrs. Aunt, save a few lives ; thef 
are desperately given, believe me. Above all, th«ra is 
that bloodthirsty Philistine, Sir Lucius O'Trigger. 

Mrs. M. Sir Lucius OTrigger! Oh, mercy t havs 
they drawn poor little, dear Sir Lucius into the scrape? 
Why, how you stand, gvl \ you have no more feeling 
than one of the Derbyshire putrifactioos. 

Lydia. What are we to do^ madam! 
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Mrs, M, Why, fly wkh the utmost fefictty, to be 
sure, to prevent mischief I Herci friend, you can show 
us ihit place? Com^ sir, lead the way, and well 
precede. 

David, Oh, never fear! and one good thing is, we 
shall find it out by the report of the pistols. 
. AU thK L€uUes, iThe pistob 1 Oh, let us fly ! 

iExeuntf David talking. 



ScBNB 11. Kin^s Mead Fieldt, 
Sir Luaus and Acres, with Pistols. 

Acmes. By my valour, then. Sir Lucius, forty yards 
IS a good distance. OdiAa leveib and aims! I say it is 
a good distance. 

Sir L, Is it for muskets or small field-pieces? Upon 
my conscience, Mr. Acres, you must leave these things 
to AM. Stay, now — 1 11 diow you. [.Measures paces 
aiong the stage'} Tha-e, now, that is a very pretty 
distance — a pretty gentleman's distanre. 

Acras, 2foun(bl we might as well fight in a sentry* 
box I I iiAX you. Sir Lucius, the further he is off the 
cooler I shall take my aim. 

Sir L, Faith, then, I suppose you would aim at 
him best of all if he was out of sightl 

Acres, No, Sir Lucius— but I diould think forty, or 
eight and thirty yards 

Sir L, Pho, phol nonsense I three or four feet 
between die mouths of your pistols is as good as a 
mile. 

Acres, Odds bullets, no ! by my valour, there is no 
merit in killing him so near ! Do^ my dear Sir Lucius, 
let me bring him down at a l<»g shot : a long shot, Sir 
Lucius, if you love me. 
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StrL. Well— the gentleman's friend and I must 
settle that. But tell me now, Mr. Acres, in case of an 
accident, is there any little will or commission I could 
execute for you? 

Acres. I am much obliged to 3rou, Sir LAcias— but 
I dont understand 

Sir L, Why, yon may think, there's no being shot 
at writboat a little risk — and, if an unlucky bullet 
should carry a quietus with it— I say, it will be no time 
then to be bothering you about family matters. 

Acres. A. quietus t 

Sir L. For instance, now— if that should be the 
case — would you choose to be pickled, and sent hone? 
or would it be the same to you to lie here in the 
Abbey? I 'm told there is very snug Ijring in the 
Abbey. 

Acres. Pickled! Snug lying in the Abbey I Odds 
tremors. Sir Lucius, dont talk so ! 

Sir L. I suppose, Mr. Acres, yon were never en^ 
gaged in an affair of this kind before? 

Acres. No, Sir Lucius, never before. 

Sir L. Ah! that's a pity; there's nothing like 
being used to a thing. Pray, now, how would yoa re- 
ceive the gentleman's shot? 

Acres. Odds files! I've practised that — ^there. Sir 
Lucius, there [Puts himself in an attittuU] — a side> 
front, eh? Odd, I '11 make myself small enough — 1 11 
stand edgeways. 

Sir L. Now, you 're quite out ; for if you stand so 
when I take my aim \LeveUing at kUm^ 

Acres. Zounds, Sir Lucius! are you sure it is not 
cocked? 

SirL. Never fear. 

Acres. But— but— ^you dont know— it may go off of 
"*^ ■ n head ! 
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Sir L. Pho 1 be easy. Well, now, if I hit you in 
the body, my bullet has a double chance ; for if it 
misses a vital part of yonr right side, 'twill be very 
hard if it dont succeed on the left. 

Acres, A viul part ! 

Sir L, But, there— fix yourself so— {placing Aim)— 
let me see the broadside of your full front — there — ^now 
a ball or two may pass clean through your body, and 
never do you any harm at all. 

Acrtps. Qean through met a ball or two dean 
through me I 

Sir L. Ay ; and it is much the genteelest attitude 
into the bargain. i 

Acres, Look ye, Sir Lucius, 'l 'd just as lieve be 
shot in an awkward posture as a genteel one ; so, by my 
valour, I will stand edgeways. 

Sir L, [Looking at his waicA,] Sure they dont 
mean to disappoint us — ^hah I no, faith — I think I see 
them coming. 

Acres. Eh? what? coming 

Sir L. Ay ; who are those yonder, getting over the 
stfle? 

Acres, There are two of them, indeed! Well— let 
them come — eh. Sir Lucius? we — ^we — ^we — ^we— wont 
run. 

Sir L, Ran ! 

Acres, No, I say— we wont run, by my valour I 

Sir L, What the devil 's the matter with you ? 

Acres. Nothing, nothing, my dear friend — my dear 
Sur Lucius— but I — I — I dont feel quite so bold some- 
how as I did. 
' Sir L, Oh, fie I consider yonr honour. 

Acres, Ay, true — ^my honour — do, Sir Lucius, edge 
in a word or two, every now and then, about my 
honaw, 0,,.,.^., Google \^ 
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SirL. Wen, here they 're coming. ILcokimg, 

Acres, Sir Lucius, if I wasn't with you I shoul4 
almost think I was afinud. If my valour should leave 
me ! valour will come and go. 

Sir L, Then pray keep it fosfc while yoa have 
it. 

Acrtt, Sir Lodus^I doubt it is going-— yes, my 
valour is certainly going? it b sneaking off I I feel it 
oozing out, as it were, at the palms of my bands 1 

Sir L, Your honour — your honour. Herb they 
are. 

Aem, Oh, that I was safe at Ood Hall I or could 
be shot before I was awarel 

Enter Faulkland and Captain Absouttb. 

Sir Z. Gentlemen, your most obedient— ha I — 
what, Captain Absolute ! So, I suppose, sir, yoa are 
come here, just like myself, to do a kind office, first for 
your friend — then to proceed to business on your own 
account? 

Acres, What, Jade! my dear Jack I my dear 
friend! 

Capt, Harkye, Bob, Beverley 's at hand. 

Sir L, Well, Mr. Acres — I dont blame your saluting 
the gentleman civilly. So, Mr. Beverley— [719 F4»mlk- 
landy—\£ you choose your weapons, the Captain and 
I will measure the ground. 

Feudk. My weapons, sir ! j 

Acres. Odds life! Sir Lucius, I 'm not going to fighl 
Mr. Faulkland ; these are my particular frienda 1 

Sir L. What, sir, did not you come here to fiffht 
Mr. Aaes? ^ 

Faulk, Not I, upon my word, sir. 
— ^irL, Well, now, that's mighty provoking 1 Bui 
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I hope, Mr. Favlkland, «s there are diree of us ocmie 
oa purpose for the game, you wont be so cantankerous 
as to spoil the party by sitting oat. 

Ct^t. Oh, pray, Faulkland, fight, to obUge Sir 
lAicius. 

F€mih. Nay, if Mr. Acres is so bent on the 



Acres, No, no, Mr. Faulkland — I 'U hear my dis- 
appointment like a Christian. Lookye, Sir Lucius, 
there 's no occasion at all for me to fight ; and if it is 
the same to you, I 'd as lieve let it alone. 

Sir L. Observe me, Mr. Acres — I must not be trifled 
with. You have certainly challenged somebody, and 
yoa came here to fight him. Now, if that gentleman is 
willing to represent him, I cant see, for my soul, why 
it isn't just the same thing. 

Acres* Why, no. Sir Lucius, I tell you, 'tis one 
Beverley I 've challenged — a fellow, you see, that dare 
DOC show his face. If he were here, I 'd make him 
give up his pretensions directly 1 

C^apt. Hold, Bob — let me set yon right — ^there is no 
soch man as Beverley in the case. The person who 
assumed that name is befote you ; and as his preten- 
sions are the same in both characters, he is xtaAy to 
support them in whatever way you please. 

Sir L. Well, this is lucky. Now you hatve an 
opportunity 

Acres. What, quarrel with my dear friend Jack 
Absolute ! Not if he were fifty Beverleys ! Zounds, 
Sir Lucius, you would not have me be so unnatural I 

Sir L, Upon my conscience, Mr. Acres, your valour 
has oosed away with a vengeance 1 

Acres. Not in the least! odds backs and abettors, 
I 'U be your second with all my heart ; and if you 
should get a quietus, you. may command me eatirel«^ 
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I 'II get you snug lying in the Abbey here ; or pickle 
you, and send you over to Blunderbuss Hall, or any- 
thing of the kind, with the greatest pleasure. 

Sir L, Pho, pbo! you axe little better than a 
coward. 

uicres. Mind, gentlemen, he calls me a coward; 
coward was the word, by my valour I 

SirL, WeU,sir? 

Acrgs. Lookye, Sir Lucius, 't isn't that I mind the 
word coward — coward may be said in joke — but if 
you had called me a poltroon, odds daggers and 
balls 

SirL, Well, sir? 

Acru, I ^ould have thought you a voy ill-bred 
man. 

Sir L. Pho I you are beneath my notice. 

Ca^t. Nay, Sir Lucius, you cant have a better 
second than my frioid Acres. He is a most determined 
dog— called in the country fighting Bob. He generally 
kills a man a week— dont you. Bob? 

Acres, Ay— at home 1 

Sir L, Well then, Captain, 'tis we must begin ; so 
come out,*- my little counsellor, [draws his srvord'] and 
ask the gentleman whether he will resign the lady 
without forcing you to proceed against him. 

Capt. Come then, sir— {</nwc/*] — since you wont let 
it be an amicable suit, here 's my reply. 

Enter Sir Anthony, David, and the Ladxss. 

David, Knock 'em all down, sweet Sir Anthony — 
knock down my master in particular, and bind his 
hands over to their good behaviour ! 

Sir A, Put up. Jack, up, or I shall be in a frenzy. 
Hpw came you in a dueli sir ? 
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Capt, Faith, sir, that gentleman can tell you better 
than I. 'Twas he called on me, and you know, sir, I 
serve his Majesty. 

Sir A. Here 's a pretty fellow ! I catch him going 
to ait a man's throat, and he tells me he serves his 
Majesty! Zounds! sirrah, then how durst you draw 
the king's sword agmnst one of his subjects? 

Capt, Sir, I tell you that gentleman called me out 
without explaining his reasons. 

Sir A, Gad, sir ! how came you to call my son out 
without explaining your reasons ? 

Sir L.. Your son, sir, insulted me in a manner which 
myhonour could not brook. 

Sir A. Zounds, Jack! how durst you insult the 
gentleman in i, manner which his honour could not 
brcok? 

Mrs. M. Come, come, let 's have no honour before 
ladies. Captain Absolute, come here. How could you 
intimidate us so ? Here 's Lydia has been terrified to 
death for you. 

CapU For fear I should be killed, or escape, 
ma'am? 

Mrs, M, Nay, no delusioqs to the past— Lydia is 
convinced. Speak, child. 

Sir L. With your leave, ma'am, I must put in a 
word here— I believe I could interpret the young lady's 
silence. Now mark 

Lydia, What is it you mean, sir? 

Sir L, Come, come, Delia, we must be serious now 
—this is no time for trifling. 

Lydia^ Tis true, sir; and your reproof bids me 
ofier this gentleman my hand, and solicit the return of 
his affections. 

Capt. Oh, my little angel, say you so ? Sir Lucius, 
I pei:ceiTe there must be som^ n^udw here. With 
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regard to the affiront which you affinn I have given 
you, I can only say that it could not have been inten- 
tional. And as you must be convinced that I should 
not fear to support a real injury, you shall now see 
that I am not ashamed to atone for an inadveitency — 
I ask 3rour pardon. But for this lady, while honoured 
with her approbation, I will support my claim against 
any man whatever. 

Sir A. Well said. Jack, and 1 11 stand by you, my 
boy. 

Acres. Mind, I give up all my claim — I make no 
pretensions to anything in the world — and if I cant get 
a wife without fighting for her, by my valour I I 'U live 
a bachelor. 

Sir L, Captain, give me your hand-^-an afironC 
handsomely acknowledged becomes an obligation ; and 
as for the lady^if she chooses to deny her own hand- 
writing her e [ Taie* cut letters. 

Mrs. M. Oh, he will dissolve my mystery! Sir 
Lucius, perhaps there is some mistake— perhaps I can 
illuminate-'-— 

Sir L, Pray, old gentlewoman, dont interfere 
where you have no business. Miss limguish, are you 
my Delia, or not ? 

Lydia, Indeed, Sir Lucius, I am not. 

\Lydia and Absolute walk atide. 

Mrs. M. Sir Lucius O'Trigger— ungrateful as you 
are — I own the soft impeachment—pardon my camelion 
blushes, I am Delia. 

Sir L. You Delia— pho ! pho 1 be easy. 

Mrs. M. Why, thou barbarous Vandyke, those 
letters are mine. When you are more sensible of my 
benignity, perhaps I may be brought to enconrace ywa 
addresses. 

Sir.L. Mrs. Malaprop»I«m cyrremdysensible of your 
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condescennon ; and wbeclier you or Lucy have put this 
tridc upon me, I am equally beholden to you. And to 
show you I am not ungrateful. Captain Absolute, since 
you have taken that lady bom me, I 'U give you my 
Delia into the bargain. 

Ca^i. I am much oUiged to you, Sir Lucius; but 
here's my friend, fighting Bob, unprovided for. 

Sir L, Ha! little Valour— here, will you make 
yocir fortune? 

Acreu Odds wrinkles 1 No. But give me your 
hand. Sir Lucius, foiget and forgive ; but if ever I give 
you a chance of pickling me again, say Bob Acres is a 
dunce, that's all. 

Sir A. Come, Mrs. MaUprop, dont be cast down- 
yon are in your bloom yeC 

Mrt, M, Oh, Sir Anthony, men are all barbarians I 
{All retire but Julia andFaulkland, 

yuUa. He seems dejected and unbappy->-not sullen. 
There was some foundation, however, for the tale he 
told me. Oh, woman, how true should be your judg- 
ment when your resolution is so weak 1 

Femlk, Julia, how can I sue for what I so little 
deserve ? I dare not presume— yet hope is the child of 



yuiia. Ob, Faulkland, you have not been more 
faulty in your unkind treatment of me than I am now 
in wanting inclination to resent it. As my heart 
honestly bids me place my weakness to die account of 
love, I should be ungenerous not to admit the same 
plea for yours. {Sir A ntktmy comes forward. 

Sir A, What 's going on here? So you have been 
quarrelling too, I warrant. Come, Julia, I never in< 
terfered before ; but let me have a hand in the matter 
at last. All the feults I have ever seen in my friend 
Faulkland seemed to proceed firom^what he calls 
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delicacy and warmth of his affection for yotu TKere; 
marry him directly, Julia; you'll find he'll mend 
surprisingly ! [ The rest come Jbrwtird. 

Sir L. Come now, I hope there is no dissatisfied 
person hut what is content ; for as I have heen dis- 
appointed myself, it will be very hard if I have 
not the satisfaction of seeing other people succeed 
better 

Acres, You are right, Sir Lucius. So, Jade, I wish 
you joy— Mr. Faulkland the same. Ladies, come 
now, to show you I 'm neither vexed nor angry, odds 
tabo^ and pipes i I 'U order the fiddles in half an hour 
to the New Rooms, and I insbt on your all meeting me 
there. 

Sir A. Gad! ^, I like your sfurit; and at night 
we single lads will drink a health to the young couples, 
and a good husband to Mrs. Malaprop. 

Faulk, Our partners are stolen from us. Jack ; I 
hope to be congratulated by each other^-yours for 
having checked in time the errors of an ill-directed 
imagination, which might have betrayed an innocent 
heart; and mine for having, by her gentleness and 
candour, reformed the unhappy temper of one, who by 
it made wretched whom he loved most, and tortured 
the heart he ought to have adored. 

Capt. True, Faulkland, we have both tasted the 
bitters, as well as the sweets of love— with this diffor* 
ence only, that you always prepared the bitter cup for 
yourself, while I 

Lydia, Was always obliged to me for it, eh? Mr. 
Modesty ! But come, no more of that ; our happfness 
is now as unalloyed as general. 

yuli€L, Then let us study to preserve it so; and 
while hope pictures to us a flattering scene of ha{^tness, 
let us deny its pencil those colours which are too bright 
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o be lasting. When hearts difinsing happiness would 
iinite their fortunes, virtue would crown them with an 
imfading garland oif modest, hurtless flowers ; but ill- 
judging pasnon wiU force the gaudier rose into the 
wreath, whose thorn <^ends most when its leaves arc 
dropped! 
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EPILOGUE BY THE AUTHOR. 

SPOKBN BY MRS. BULKLBY. 



Ladies, for yoa — I heard our poet say — 
He'd try to coax some moral from his play ! 
" One moral 's plain," Cried I, " without more fuss ; 
Man's social happiness all rests on us : 
Through all the drama — whether damned or not— 
Love gilds the scene, and women guide the plot. 
From every rank obedience is our due — 
D'ye doubt? llie w(M:ld's great stage shall prove it 
true." 

The Cit, well skilled to shun domestic strife. 
Will sup abroad ; but first, he '11 ask his wife : 
John Trot, his friend, for once will do the same» 
But then, he'll just step home to tell his dame. 

The surly Squire at noon resolves to rule. 
And half the day— Zounds ! Madam is a fool t 
Convinced at night, the vanquished victor says, 
*' Ah, Kate ! you women have such coaxing ways !** 

The jolly Toper chides each tardy blade. 
Till reeling Bacchus calls on Love for aid : 
Then with each toast he sees fair bumpers swim, 
And kisses Chloe on the sparkling brim I 
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Nay, I have heard that ! 
\(^1 somedmes ooamd with a faHly^s eyes; 
The servile saiton watdi her various fiKe, 
She smiks pccferment, or she ftowns diagnoe, 
Curtsies a peuioD here t here nodra pboe. 

Kor with less awe, in scenes of hnmbler lifie. 
Is Wewed the mistress, or is heard the wife, 
llie poorest Peasant of the poorest soil. 
The child of poverty, and heir to toil, 
Eaiiy from radiant Love's impartial light 
Steals one small sparfc to cheer his world of night : 
Dear spark ! that oft through winter's chilling woes 
Is all the warmth his litde cottage knows. 

The wandering Tar, who not for years has pressed 
The widowed partner of his day of rest. 
On the cold deck, finr from her arms removed, 
Still hums the ditty which his Susan loved ; 
And while around the cadence rude is blown. 
The boatswain whistles in a softer tone. 

The Soldier, frurly proud <^ wounds and toil. 
Pants for the triumph of his Nancy's smile ; 
But ere the battle should he list her cries. 
The lover trembles, and the hero dies I 
That heart, by war and honour steeled to fear, 
Droopa on a sigh, and sickens at a tear ! 

But ye more cautious, ye nice-judging few, 
Who s>^ '<) Beauty only Beauty's due, 
Though friends to Love, ye view with deep regret 
Our conquests marred, our triumphs incomplete, 
THI polished Wit more lasting charms disclose. 
And Judgment fix .the darts which Beauty throws 1 
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In female breasts did sense and merit rule, 
The lover's mind would ask no other school ; 
Shamed into sense, the scholaxs of our eyes, 
Our bea\uc from gsdlantry would soon be wise ; 
Would gladly light, their homage to improve. 
The lamp of Knowledge at the torch of Love I 
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SIR PBTER Tbazlb ..Mr. King. 

Sir Olivbr SURFACE Mr. Yates. 

Joseph Surface Mr. Palmer. 

Charles Mr. Smith. 

CRABTRBE Mr. Parsons. 

Sir Benjamin Backbite .. .. Mr. Dodd. 

Rowley Mr. Aiken. 

SIR TOBY BUMPER Mr. Vemoo. 

M0SP3 Mr. Baddeley. 

Careless Mr. Jefferson. 

Trip Mr. Lamash. 

Snakb Mr. Packer. 

LADY TBAZLB Mrs. AMngton 

MARIA Mrs. Brereton. 

LADY SneBRWELL Mrs. Hopkins. 

MRS. CANDOUR Miss Pope. 
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A School for Scandal I Tell me, I beseech yoa, 
Needs there a school this modish art to teach you? 
No Deed of lessons now — ^the knowing think — 
We might as well be taught to eat and drink : 
Cansed by a dearth of Scandal, should the vapours 
Distress our fair ones, let them read the papers ; 
Thdr powerful mixtures such disorders hit, 
Crave what they will, there's quanttmi sufficit 

•'Lord I" cries my Lady Wormwood (who loves tattle, 
And puts much salt and pepper in her prattle), 
Just ris'n at noon, all night at cards, when threshing 
Strong tea and Scandal-— bless me, how refreshing ! 
" Give me the papers, Lisp— how bold and firee ! (sips) 
Last night Lord L. (sips) was caught with Lady D. 
For aching heads, what charming sal volatile I (sips) 
If Mrs. B. will still continue flirting. 
We hope she '11 draw, or we '11 undraw, the curtain — 
Fine satire I poz 1 in public all abuse it ; 
Bot, by ourselves (sips), our praise we cant refiise it 
Now, Lisp, read you— there at that dash and star." 
" Yea, ma'am — a certain lord had best beware. 
Who lives not many miles from (hosvenqr Square ; 
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For shonid he Lady W^ find willing— 
Wormwood is bitter." " Oh, that "s me— the villain I 
Throw it behind the fire, and never more 
Let that vile paper come within my door.** 

Thos at our friends we laugh who feel the dart, 
To reach our feelings we ourselves must smart. 
Is our young bard so young, to think that he 
Can stop the full spring-tide of calumny? 
Knows he the world so little, and its trade t 
Alas I the devil 's sooner raised than laid. 
So strong, so swift the monster, there's no gagging: 
Cut Scandal's head off— still the tongue is wagging. 
Proud of your smiles, once lavishly bestowed, 
Agsun our young Don Quixote takes the road. 
To show his gratitude he draws his pen, 
And seeks this Hydra, Scandal, in his den : 
From his fell gripe the frightened fair to save- 
Though be^hould fall, th' attempt must please the biave. 
For your applause all perils be would through ; 
He'll fight— that *s write— a cavaliero true, 
Till tvery drop of Uood— that 's ink— ia spilt for you. 
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ACT I. 

ScBNB I. Lady Snsbrwbll's House, 

Lady Snbbbwbi.l muI Snaxb discevertd ai a Ua- 
tabU, 

'L. Sneer. The paragraphs yoa say, Mr. Snake, 
were all inserted. 

Snake. They were, madam ; and as I copied them 
myself in a feigned hand, there can be no suspicion 
from whence they came. 

L. Sneer. Did you circulate the report of Lady 
Brittle's intrigue with Captun BoastaO? 

Snake. That's in as fine a train as your ladyship 
oottld wish, in the common course of things. I think ir 
must reach Mrs. Clacket's ears within twenty>four 
hours, and then the business, you know, is as good as 
done. 

L, Sneer. Why, yes, Mrs. Oacket has talenU, and 
a good deal'of industry. 

Snake. True, madam, and has been tolexably suc- 
cessful in her day ; to my knowledge she has been the 
cause of six matches being broken off, and three sons 
dinnherited ; of four forced elopements, as many close 
ooofinements, nine separate mainrrnanms, and two 
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divorces; nay, I have nuNre than once traced her 
canstnff a iite-d-iite in the Tovtm and Countty Maga^ 
ntUt when the parties never saw one another before in 
their lives. 

L, Sneer, Why, yes, ^e has genins, hot her manner 
is too gross. 

Snake, True, madam, she has a fine tongue, and a 
bold invention ; but then, her colouring is too dark, 
and the outlines rather too extravagant ; she wants that 
delicacy of tint, and mellowness of sneer, which distin- 
guishes your ladyship's scandal. 

L. Sneer. You are partial, Snake. 

Snake, Not in the least ; everybody will allow that 
Lady Sneerwell can do more with a word or a look 
than many others with the most laboured detail, even 
though they accidentally happen to have a little truth 
on their side to support it. 

L, Sneer. Yes, my dear Snake, and I 'U not deny 
the pleasure I have at the success of my schemes 
(6otk rise). Wounded myself, in the early part of my 
life, by the envenomed tongue of slander, I confess 
nothing can give me greater satisfaction than reducing 
others to the level of my own injured reputation. 

Snake. True, madam ; but there is one affiur, in 
which you have lately employed me, wherein I ocuikm 
I am at a loss to guess at your motives. 

L. Sneer. I presume you mean with regard to my 
friend Sir Peter Teazle, and hb family. 

Snake. I do ; here are two young men to whom Sir 
Peter has acted as guardian since their fi&ther's death; 
the eldest possessing the most amiable character, and 
universally well spoken of; the 3roungest the most 
disupated, wild, extravagant young fellow in the world; 
the former an avowed admirer of your ladyship, and 
apparently your favourite ; the latter attached to Maria^ 
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Sir Peter^s ward, and confessedly adnured by her. Now, 
on the face of these circumstances, it is utterly un- 
accountable to me, why you, the widow of a dty knight, 
with a large fortune, should not immediately close with 
the passion of a man of such character and expectation 
as Mr. Snr&ce; and more so, why jrou are so un- 
commonly earnest to destroy the mutual attachment 
subsisting between his brother Charles and Maria. 

£. Sneer. Then at once, to unravel this mystery, I 
musf inform you, that love has no share whatever in 
tihe intercourse between Mr. Surface and me. 

SnaJke. No! 

I,. Sneer. No ; his real views are to Maria, or her 
fortune, while in his brother he finds a favoured rival ; 
he IS, therefore, obliged to mask his real intentions, and 
pco6t by my assistance. 

SnaJke. Yet still I am more puzzled why you should 
interest yourself for his success. 

L. Sneer. Heavens ! how dull you are 1 Cant you 
numise a weakness I have hitherto, through shame, 
concealed even from youf Must I confess it, that 
Charles, that profligate, that libertine, that bankrupt in 
fortune and reputation, that he it b for whom I am 
anxious and malicious, and to 'gain whom I would 
sacrifice every thing. 

SnaJke. Now, indeed, your conduct appears con- 
t ; but pray, how came you and Mr. Surface so 



L. Sneer. For our mutual interest : he. pretends <tOy 
and recommends, sentiment and liberality ; but I know 
lum to be artful, close, and malicious. In short, A 
»nrimental knave ; while with Sir Peter, and, indeed 
with most of his acquaintance, he passes for a youthful 
miracle of virtue, good sense, and benevolanoe. 

SnaJke, Yts, I know Sir Peter von Im Us not his 
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fellow in England, and has praUed him as a man of 
character and sentimenL 

Z. Sneer, Yes ; and with the appearance of beios 
sentimental, he has brought Sir Peter to favour his 
addresses to Maria, while poor Qiarles has no friend in 
the house, though I fear he has a powerful one in 
Maria's heart, against whom we must direct oi» 



Enter Servant. 

Serv, Mr. Surface, madam. 

L, Sneer. Shew him up {Exit Servatef] ; he geneiw 
ally calls about this hour. I dont wonder at pcofAt 
giving him to me for a lover. 

Enter Joseph Surface. 

yas. Lady Sneerwell, good morning to you— -Mr. 
Snake, your most obedient. 

L, Sneer. Snake has just been rallying me npon our 
attachment, but I have told him our real views ; I need 
not tell you how usefnl he has been to ns, and believe 
me, our confidence has not been ill placed. 

jfos. Oh, madam, 'tis impossible for me to suspect a 
man of Mr. Snake's merit and accomplishments. 

L. Sneer. Oh, no compliments ; but tcU ma when 
you saw Maria ; or, what's more material to us, yoitf 
brother. 

yas. I have not seen either rince I left you, but I 
can tell you they never meet ; some of yoat atones 
have had a good effect in that quarter. 

It, Sneer, The merit of this, my dear Snake, bekmgi 
to you ; but do your brother's distresses increase t 

yes. Every hour. I aih told he had another 
execution in his house yesterday ; in short, his di» 
pation and extravagance exceed anything I ever 

L. Sneer, Poor Charles! 
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^M, Ay«, poor Charles, indeed! notwitfastandinj^ 
his cxoavagance, ooe caiuK>t help pitying him. I wish 
it was in my power to be of any essential service to 
him ; for the man who does not feel for the distresses of 
a brother, even though merited by his own misconduct, 
deserves to be— — 

L, Smer, Now you are going to be moral, and 
fioiget you are among friends. 

Tm. Gad, so I was, ha 1 ha! I'll keep that sentiment 
till I see Su- Peter, ha i ha I However, it would certainly 
be a generous act in yon to rescue Maria from such a 
libertine, who, if he is to be reclaimed at all, can only 
be so by a person of yotu: superior accomplishments 
and nnderstanding* 

Snakg, I believe. Lady Sneerwell, liere's company 
coming ; 1 11 go and copy the letter I mentioned to 
3roinr ladyship. Mr. SnrfiEice, 3rour most obedient. 

[Exit. 

yos. Mr. Snake, your most obedient. I wonder 
Lady Sneerwell would put any confidence in that fellow. 

L.Siu€T, Why so? 

yot, I have discovered he has of late had several 
ooofcrences with old Rowley, who was formerly my 
fuller's steward; he has never, you know, been a 
firieodof mine. 

X. Snter. And do yon think he would betray us? 

yps^ Not unlikely ; and take my word for it, Lady 
Sneerwell, that fellow has not virtue enough to be 
faithful to his own villanies. 

Enter Maria. 

Z. Stutr, Ah, Maria, my dear, how do you do? 
What 'a the matter? 

Mar* Nothing, madam, only this odious bver of 
mine^ Sir Beiuamin Backbite, and his uncle Crabtree, 
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just called in at my guardian's ; but I took the first 
opportunity to slip out, and run away to your ladyship. 

L. Sneer, Is that all ? 

yos. Had my brother Charles been of the party, 
you would not have been so much alarmed. 

L. Sneer, Nay, now you are too severe ; for 1 dare 
say the truth of Uie matter is, Maria heard you were 
here, and therefore came ; but pray, Maria, what par- 
ticular objection have you to Sir Benjamin that you 
avoid him so? 

Mar. Oh, madam, he has done nothing; but his 
whole conversation is a perpetual libel upon all his 
acquaintance. 

yos. Yes, and the worst of it is, there is no advan- 
tage in not knowing him, for he would abuse a stranger 
as soon as his best friend, and his uncle is as bad. 

Mar. For my part, I own wit loses its respect with 
me when I see it in company with malice ; what think 
you, Mr. Surface? 

yas. To be sure, madam, to smile at a jest, that 
plants a thorn in the breast of another, is to become s 
principal in the mischief. 

L. Sneer. Psha— there is no possibility of being 
witty without a little ill nature ; the malice in a good 
thing is the barb that makes it stick. What u your 
real opinion, Mr. Surface? 

yos. Why, my opinion is, that where die spirit of 
raill«7 is suppressed, the conversation must be naturally 
insipid.. 

Mar, Wey, I will not argue how far slander may 
be allowed^ but in a man, I am sure it is despicable. 
We have pride, envy, rivalship, and a thousand modva 
to depreciate each other ; but the male slanderer mnst 
have the cowardice of a woman, before he can trsduce 
one. 
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EMigr Sbsvant. 

Sfrv, Mxs. Candour, madam, if you are at leisure, 
will leave her carriage. 

L, Sneer, Desire her to walk up. \Exit ServaMi.\ 
Now, l^^aria, here 's a character to your taste ; though 
Mrs. Candour is a little talkative, yet everybody allows 
she is the best natured sort of woman in the world. 

Mar, Yes, i^th the very gross affectation of good 
nature she does more misdiief than the direct malice 
of old Crabtree. 

yet. Faith, it's very true ; and whenever I hear the 
current of abuse running hard against the character of 
my best friends^ I never think them in such danger, as 
when candour undertakes their defence. 

L, Sneer, Hush I hush ! here she is. 

Enter Mrs. Candour. 

Mrs, Cand, Oh, my dear Lady Sneerwelll well, 
how do you do? Mr. Surface, your most obedient. 
Is there any news abroad? No I nothing good I suppose. 
No, nothing but scandal I nothing but scandal ! 
yot. Just so bdeed, madam. 
Mrs. Cand, Nothing but scandal! Ah, Maria, 
how do you do, child ? What I is everything at an end 
between you and Charles ? What ! is he too extravagant ? 
Aye I the town talks of nothing else. 

Mar, I am sorry, madam, the town is so ill 
employed. 

Mrs. CmuL Aye, so am I, child ; but what can one 
do? we cant stop people's tongues. They hint, too^ 
that your guardian and his lady dont live so agreeably 
together as they did. 

Mar, I am sure such reports are without foundation. 
Mrs, Cand, Aye, so things generally are. It's like 
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Mrs. Fashion's affair with Cotoocl Coterie: thoagh, 
indeed, that affair was never rightly deared up ; and it 
was but yesterday Miss Prim assured me, that Mr. and 
Mrs. Honeymoon are bow become mere man and wife, 
like the rest of their acquaintance. She Ukewise 
hinted, that a certain widow in the next street *had got 
rid of her dropsy, and recovered her sh^jM in a most 
surprising manner. 

yos. The licence of invention some people ghe 
themselves is astonishing. 

Mn. Cand. Tis so ; but how will yon stop people's 
tongues? 'Twas but yesterday Mrs. Clacket informed 
me, that our old friend Miss Prudely was goiog to elope, 
and that her guardian caught her just steiqMng into the 
York Diligence, with her dancing master. I was 
informed, too^ that Lord Flimsy caught hb wife at a 
house of no extraordinary fame ; and that Tom Saunter 
and Sir Harry Idle were to measure swords on a nmihr 
occasion. But I dare say there is no truth in th« story, 
and I would not circulate such a report for the worid. 

yos. You report I No, no, no. 

Mrs. Cand, No, no,— tale-bearen ar« jutt as badai 
tale-makers. 

Ent^ Servant. 

Strv, Sir Benjamin Backbite and Mr. Crabtree. 

[ExaS^rtmni. \ 

Enter Sir Benjamin om/ Crabtrbs. 

Crab, Lady Sneerwell, your most obedient hnmUe I 
servant ; Mrs. Candour, I believe you dont know my 
nephew, Sir Benjamin Backbite ; he has a very pvetqr 
taste for poetry, and can make a rebus or a chandl i 
with any one. ■ 

SirBetv. Oh fie 1 uncle. I 
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Cnf ^. In &ith he will : did yoa erer hear the lines 
lie made at Lady Pooto's rout, on Mrs. Frizzle's feathers 
catching fire ; and the rebuses— his first is the name of 
a fish ; the next a great naml commander, and — 

Sir Bmf, Unde^ nam prythee. 

L, Stuer, I wonder, Sir Benjamin, you never pub- 
fish anything. 

Sir Benj. Why, to say the truth, 'tis very vulgar to 
psint— and as my Uttle productions are chiefly satires, 
and lampoons on particular persons, I find they circu- 
late better by giving copied in confidence to the friends 
of the parties; however, I have some love elegies, 
which, when favoured by this lady's smiles \To Marialf 
I mean to give to the public 

Crm5, For^adf madam, they'll immortalise 3ron 
{To Maria], yoo will be handed down to posterity, like 
Petrarch's Laura, or Waller's Sacharissa. 

Sir Bgnj. Yes, madam, I think you'll like them 
[To Maria\ when you shall see them on a beautiful 
quarto page, where a neat rivulet of text shall murmur 
thtoogh a meadow of margin. Foregad, they 11 be 
the most elegant things of their kind. 

Crab, But, odso, ladies, did you hear the news? 

Mrs, Cand, What— do you mean the report of— 

CruB. No, madam, that 's not it^Miss Nicely going 
to be married to her own footman. 

Mn, Cand, Impossible! 

Sir Benj, *Ti8 very true indeed, madam ; every 
thing is fixed, and the wedding liveries bespoke. 

Crab. Yes, and they do say there were very presdng 
reasons for it. 

Mrt. Camd, I heard something of this before. 

L, Sneer, Oh t it cannot be ; and I wonder they'd 
repert such a thing of so prudent a lady. 

Sir Bef{f\ Oh t but madam, that is the very reason 

Digitized by Google 



190 SHERIDAN. 

that it was believed at once ; for she has always been so 
very cautious and reserved, that everybody was sure 
there was some reason for it at bottom. 

Mrs. Cand. ' It is true, there is a sort of puny, sickly 
reputation, that would outlive the robuster character, of 
a hundred prudes. 

Sir Benj. True, madam ; there are valetudinarians 
in reputation as well as constitution, who bttng con- 
scious of their weak part, avoid the least breath of air, 
and suppljring their want of stamina by care and cir- 
cumstances, have often given rise to the most ingenious 
tales. 

Crai. Very true : but odso, ladies, did you hear of 
Miss Letitia Piper's losing her lover and her character 
at Scarborough? Sir Benjamin, 3rou remember it? 

Sir Benj, Oh, to be sure, the most whimsicnl dr* 
cumstance. 

L, SfUer, Pray let us hear it 

Crab, Why, one evening, at Lady Spadille's 
assembly, the conversation happened to turn upon the 
difficulty of breeding Nova Scotia sheep in this country; 
No, says a lady present, I have seen an instance di it, 
for a cousin of mine. Miss Letitia Piper, had one that 
produced twins. What, what, says old Lady Dundtoy, 
(whom we all Know is as deaf as a post) has Miss 
Letitia Piper had twins ? This, you may easily imagine, 
set the company in a loud laugh ; and the next morning 
it was- everywhere reported, and believed, that Miss 
Letitia Piper had actually been brought to bed of a liM 
boy and girl. 

Omnes, Ha, ha, ha ! 

Crab. T is true, upon my honour. Oh, Mr. SnrfibCfl^ 
how do you do? I hear your uncle. Sir Oliver, Is 
expected in town ; sad news upon his arrival, to hear 
how your brother has gone on. 
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yn, I hope no busy people have already prejudiced 
his node against him ; he may reform. 

Sir Benj, Trae» he may ; for my part I never 
thought him so utteriy void of principle as people say, 
and, thoufith he has lost all his friends, I am told nobody 
is better spoken of amongst the Jews. 

Crab. Foregadi if the Old Jewry was a ward,. 
Charles would be an alderman, for he pays as many 
annuities as the Irish Tontine ; and when he is - sick 
they have prayers for his recovery in all the synagogues. 
Sir Benj, Yet no man lives in greater splendour. 
They tell me, when he entertains his friends, he can 
nt down to dinner with a dozen <^ his own securities, 
have a score of tradesmen waiting in the antechamber, ■ 
and an officer behind every guest's chair. 

yoc This may be entertaining to you, gentlenflsn ; 
but you pay very little regard to the feelings of a 
brotbec v \jv . 

Mar. Theu^ malice is intolerable. {Aside.^ Lady 
Sneerwdl, I mtiist wish you a good morning ; I 'm not 
very well. \Exii Maria. 

Mrt. Cand, She changes colour. 
X. Sneer. Do, Mrs. Candour, follow her. 
Mrt, CatuL To be sure I will Poor dear girl, who 
knows what her situation may be. 

{Mrs. Candour follows her. 
L. Sneer. Twas nothing but that she could not 
bear to hear Charles reflected on, notwithstanding 
Clieir difference. 

Sir Benj. The young lady's penchant is obvious. 
Crab. Come, dont let this dishearten you, follow 
tier, and repeat some of your odes to her, and I'll 
jui0Ut you. 

Sir Benj. Mr. Surface, I did not mean to hurt youy 
but depend on't, your brother is utterly undone. . 
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Crai, Oh. undone as ever man was ! cant rafee' a 
guinea. 

SirBtnj, ETerjrtfaing is sold, I am told, that was 
moveable. 

CnA, Not a moveable left, except some old boctlesi 
and some inctiires, and they seem\o be ftamed in the 
wainscot, egad. 

Sir Benj, I am sony to hear also some bad stories 
of him. 

Crab, Oh, he has done many mean things, tfiat's 
certun. 

Sit Benj. But, however, he 's your brother. 

Crab, Aye ! as he 's your brother we 11 tell yoa more 
another opportunity. 

[Exetmi Cre^trwe a$»d Sir Brnfrnmin, 

L, Sneer. Tis very hard for them, indeed, to le«ve 
a subject they have not quite run down. 

yos. And I fancy their abuse was no more accept* 
able to your ladyship than to Maria. 

L. Sneer. I doubt ho* affections are fitrther engaged 
than we imagine. But the family are to be here this 
afternoon, so you may as well dine where yoa are ; we 
shall have an opportunity of observing her furthier ; in 
the mean time I '11 go and plot mischief, and you shall 
study sentiment. {BxemmL 

ScBNB II. Sir Pbtbr Tsatls's Heutt. 

Enter Sir Pstsr Tkazlb. 

Sir Pet. When an old bachelor marries a yoang 
wife, what is he to expect ? T is now above six months 
since my Lady Teazle made me the happiest of warn, 
and I have been the most miserable dog ever nncs. 
We tiffed a little going to church, and fairly quarrelled 
before the bells were done ringing. I was rinoie thai 
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ooM nesriy thtHBod wMi gsU dnnng ^cr huunywooOf 
and bad lo«t every latwfarriop in life, before my friends 
had done wisluDg me joy. And yet I chow with 
caotion a girl brad wholly in 'the oonntry, who had 
never known hixnry bejrond one aUk gown, or dissipation 
beyond the annoal gabi of a race ball. Yet now she 
playa her part in aU the extravagant fopperies of the 
town, with as good a grace as if she had never seen a 
bosh or a grass plot out of Grosvencv Square. I am 
sneered 1^ by all my acquaintance — paragraphed in the 
acwspapers^she dissipates my fortune, and contradicts 
all my humours. And yet, the worst of it is, I doubt I 
love her, or I should never bear all thii ; but I am 
determined never tobe weak ehough to let her know it. 
Not nol no! 

£Mitr RowLsv. 
Xawi, Sir Peter, your servant; how do ]rou find 
yourself to<layf 
Sir Pet, Very bad, Mr. Rowley ; very bad indeed. 
Rowl, I 'm wxtrj to hear thaL What has happened 
to nake you uneasy since yesterday? 
Sir Pet, A pretty question truly to a married man. 
R&wL Sure my lady is not the cause ! 
Sir Pet, Why 1 has any one told you she is deadf 
XpwL Come, come, Sir Peter, notwithstanding you 
aooMdmes dispute and disagree, I am sure you love 
htf. 

Sir Pet, Aye, Mr. Rowley; but the worst of it is, 
that in all our disputes and quarreb, she is ever in the 
wvoofft and continues to thwart mid vex me; I am 
myself the sweetest tempered man in the world, a&d so 
I uXL her an hundred times a^ay. 
Rowl, Indeed, Sir Peter ! 

Sir Pet. Yes, and then there's Lady Sneerwell, and 
Um act she meets at her house, encourage her t^. 
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disobedience ; and Biaria, my ward; she too presames 
to have a will of her own, and reftises the man I 
propose to her ; designing, I suppose, to bestow henell 
and fortune upon that profligate his brother. 

RewL You know, Sir Peter, I have often taken the 
liberty to differ in opinion with you, in regard to these 
two young men ; for Charles, my life on't, will retrieve 
all one day or other. Their worthy fiither, my once 
honoured master, at hb years, was full as wild and 
extravagant as Charles now is; but at his death, he 
did not leave a more benevolent heart to lament his 
loss. 

Sir Pet. Yon are wrong, Master Rowley, you are 
very wrong: by their father's will, you know, I became 
guauxlian to these young men, which gave me an oppor> 
tunity of knowing their different dispositions ; but dxeir 
uncle's liberality soon took them out of my power, by 
giving them an early independence. But for Charles, 
whatevo' good qualities he may have inherited, they 
are long since squandered away with the rest of his 
fortune ; Joseph, indeed, is a pattern for the yo\mg men 
of his age— a youth of the noblest sentiments, and acts 
up to the sentiments he professes. 

Rowl. Well, well, Sir Peter, I shant oppose your 
opinion at present, though I am sorry you are prejudiced 
against Charles, as this may probaUy be the most 
critical period of his life, for his uncle. Sir Oliver, is 
arrived, and now in town. 

Sir PeU What I my old friend. Sir Oliver, is be 
arrived f I thought you had not expected him this 



Rewl, No more we did, sir, but hit passage has 
been remarkably quick. 

Sir PeU I shall be heartily glad to see him. Tis 
sixteen years since old Noll and I met. But does he 
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still enjoin iu to keep his arrival secret from his 
nephews? 

Rowl, He does, ur; and is determined, under a 
fdgned character, to make trial of their different 
dispositioDS. 

Sir Pet. Ah I there is no need of it, for Joseph, I am 
sore, is the man. But hark'ye» Rowley, does Sir 
Oliver know that I am married ? 

Rowl. He does, sir, and intends shortly to wish 
you joy. 

Sir Pet. What, as we wish health to a friend in a 
consumption ; hut I must have him at my house ? do 
37011 conduct him, Rowley, I'll go and give orders for 
his reception. \.Going.\ We used to rail at matrimony 
together— he stood firm to his text. But, Rowley, 
dont give him the least hint that my wife and I dis- 
agree, for I would have him think (heaven forgive me) 
that we are a very happy couple. 

JRowL Then you must be careful not to quarrel 
whilst he is here. 

Sir Pet. And so we must— but that will be im- 
posublel Zounds, Rowley, when an old bachelor 

marries a young wife, he deserves— aye, he deserves 

Noy die crime carries the punishment along with it* 



ACT II. 

Scene I. Sir Peter Teazle's House, 
Enter Sir Peter and Lady Teazle. 

Sir Pet. Lady Teazle, Lady Teazle, I wont bear 
it. 

L. Tea». Very well. Sir Peter, you may bear it or 
IBOC, just as you please ; but I know I ought to have my 
own way in everything, and what 's more, I will. 

Digitized by Google 



xa6 SHERIDAN. 

SwrPgi, What* awdAm 1 is tliere ao xespMtduA tp 
the authority of a husband f 

L, Ttm. Why, dont I know that no wiwwn of 
itthioo docs as she is bid after her marriage. Though 
I was bred in the country, I am no stranger to that : 
if you wanted me to have been obedient yon should 
have adopted me, and not married me— I'm sane you 
were old enough. 

Sir Pet, Aye, there it is. Zounds, madam, what 
right have you to run into all this extravaganoef 

L, Temz. I am sare I am not mora estra^Mg»Dt 
than a woman of quality ougliA to be. 

Sir PeU Slife, madam, I '11 have no more sums 
squandered away upon sudi unmeaning luxuries ; you 
have as many flowers in your dressing-room as would 
turn the "pantheon into a green*house ; or make a /iU- 
cham^trt at a mas 

Z.. Teaz, Lord, Sir Peter, am I to blame that 
flowers dont blow in cold weather? you must blame the 
climate, and not me — I 'm sure for my part I wish it 
was. spring all the year round, and that roeca grew 
under our feet. 

Sir Pet, Zounds, madam, I should not wonder at 
your e3(travagance if you had been bred to it. Had 
you any of these things before you married mef 

L. Teas. Lord, Sir Peter, how can you be angry at 
those little elegant expenses? 

Sir Pet. Had you any of those little el^sant ex- 
penses when you married me? 

L, Tm*. For my part I think you ought to be 
pleased your wife should be thought a woman of teste. 

^i> Pet. Zounds, madam, you had no taste when 
you married me. 

L. Teeu. Very true, indeed; and after having 
married you, I should never pretend to taste i 
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SirPgi, Ytry ivcU, very well, madam; you have 
entirely fiorgot what your atuatioQ was when 6ntt I 
saw you. 

L, Ttas, No, no, I have sot; a very disagreeable 
sitnation it was, or I am sore I never should have 
married you. 

Sir Pet. You forget the humble state I took you 
fixnu — the daughter of a poor country squire. When I 
came, to your fiuher's I found you sitting at your tam- 
bour in a linen gown, a bunch of keys at your side, and 
your hair combed smoothly over a rolL 

JL. TeoM, Ye8» I remember very well; my daily 
occupations were to overlook the dairy, superintend the 
poultry, make extracts from the family receipt book, 
and comb my aunt Deborah's lap-dog. 

Sir Pet. Oh, I am glad to fijad you have so good a 
recollection 1 

L. TeoM, My ev«iing employments were to draw 
patterns for ruffles, which I had no materials to make 
up, and play at Pope Joan with the curate, read a 
sermon to my aunt Deborah, or perhaps be stuck up at 
an old spinnet to thrum my fiither to sleep after a fox 



SirP^t. Then yon were glad to take a ride out 
behind the butler, upon the old docked coach horse. 

X. 7V«s. No, no ; I deny the butler and the coach 
horse. 

Sir Pet, I say you did. This was your situation. 
Now, madam, you must have your coach, vts-d-vis, 
and ibxee powdered footmen to walk before your chair ; 
and in summer, two white cats to draw you to Kensing- 
ton Gardens ; and instead of your living in that hole in 
the country, I have Uought you h<mie here, made you 
a woman of fortune and of quality — ^in short, madam, 
I hare made you my wife. 
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L, Ten*. Well, and there is but one thing mora Voa 
can now do to add to the obligation, and that is—— - 

Sir Pet, To make you my widow, I suppose. 

L. Tea*, Hem! 

^i> Pet. Very well, madam, very well ; I am mndi 
obliged to you for the hint. 

Zr. Tea*, Why then will you force me to say shock- 
ing things to yon? But now we have finished our 
morning conversation, I presume I may go to my 
engagements at Lady Sneerwell's. 

Sir Pet, Lady Sneerwell I a predons acquaintance 
you have made here too, and the set that frequent her 
house. Such a set, mercy on us 1 Many a wretch who 
has been drawn upon a hurdle, has done less mischief 
than those barterers of forged lies, coiners of scandal, 
and clippers of reputation. 

L, Tea*. How can you be so severe? I'm sure they 
are all people of fashion, and very tenacious of 
reputation. 

Sir Pet. Yes, so tenacious of it, they '11 not allow it 
to any but themselves. 

ZT. Tea*, I vow, Sir Peter, when I say an HI 
natured thing, I mean no harm by it, for I take it for 
granted they'd do the same by me. « 

Sir Pet, They've made you as bad as any of them. 

L. Tea*, Yes, I think I bear my part with a tolerable 
grace— 
. Sir Pet, Grace indeed 1 

L. Tea*. Well, but, Sir Peter, you know yon 
promised to come. 

Sir Pet, Well, I shall just call in to look after my 
own character. 

L. Tea*. Then, upon my word, you must m^e 
haste after me, or you '11 be too late. [Exit L, Tea*U. 

Sir Pet, I have got much by my intonded exposta* 
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iation. What a charming air «he bni what a neck I 
and how pleasingly she shows her coQtenpt of my 
ail^l^ority ! Well, though I cant make her \ov me, 'tis 
some pleasure to teaze her a little, and I think >Afe 
never appears to such advantage, as when she is doii% 
everything to vex and plague me. 

ScsNB II. Lady Snbbrwbll's House, 

Enter Lady Snbbrwbll, Crabtrbk. Sir Bbnjamin, 
Joseph, Mrs. Candour, and Maria. 

L. Sneer. Nay, positively we '11 have it. 

yas. Aye, aye, the epigram by all means. 

Sir Benj, Oh, plague on it, it's mere nonsense. 

Crab. Faith, ladies, 'twas excellent for an extempore. 

Sir Benj, But, ladies, you should be acquainted 
with the circumstances. You must know that one day 
last week, as Lady Bab Curricle was taking the dust in 
Hyde Park in a sort of duodecimo phaeton, she 
desired me to write some verses on her ponies ; upon 
which I took out my pocket-book, and in a moment 
produced the following : 

Sure never were seen two such beautiful ponies, 
Other horses are clowns, and these macaronies ; 
To give them this title I 'm sure cant be wrong. 
Their legs are so slim, and their tails are so long. 

Crah. There, ladies, done in the crack of a whip, 
and on horseback too. 
yos. Oh I a very Phoebus mounted—— 
Mrs, Cand, I must have a copy. 

Enter Lady Teazle. 
L. Sneer. Lady Teazle, how do you dof I hope 
we shall see Sir Peter. 
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L. T*aM» I believe he will wait on your Udytfaip 
presently. 

Zr. Sfu^, Maria, my lovei yoo look grave; ooaie, 
you shall ait down to ptcquet with Mr. Sur&ce. 

Afiicr. I take very little pleasure in cards— bat 111 
do as your ladyship pleases. 

Z.. TeoM. I wonder he woald sit down to cards with 
Maria. I thought he would have taken an opportanity 
of speaking to me before Sir Peter came. lAsidf. 

Mrt, Camd, Well, now I '11 forswear hfai society. 

[Aside, 

L, Teas, What's the matter, Mrs. Candour. 

Mrs, Cand. Why, they are so censorious they wont 
allow our friend, Miss Vermilion, to be handsome. 

L. Snetr, Oh, surely she's a pretty woman. 

Crab. I 'm glad you think so. 

Mrs, Cand, She has a charming fresh colour. 

L, Teaz, Yes, when it is fresh put on. 

Mrs, Ca$uL, Well, I'll swear 'tis natural, for I've 
seen it come and go. 

L, Tea*. Yes, it comes at night, and goes again in 
the morning. 

Sir Benj, True, madam, it not only goes and comes, 
but what 's more, her msdd can fetch and carry it. 

Mrs, Cand. Well— and what do you think of ber 
»8ter? 

Crab. What, Mrs. Evergreen — foregad, she's six 
and fifty if she b a day. 

Mrs, Cand. Nay, I 'II swear two or three and suiqr 
is the outside. I dont think she looks more. 

Sir Benj, Oh, there's no judging by her looks, 
unless we could see her face. 

L, Sneer, Well, if Mrs. Evergreen does take some 
pains to repair the ravages of time, she certainly effects 
it with great ingenuity, and surely that's better than 
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tlwcaieleiB aaoocr ia wlikh the widow Oiker chalks 
herwxinklM. 

Sir Benj\ Nay, now, my Lady Sneerwdl, jroo are 
too severe upon the widow. Come, it is pot that she 
posts so ill, hnt whea she has finished her fece* she 
joins it so hadly to her neck, that she loola likd » 
mrndfd statue, in which the connoisseiir may see at 
once, that de head is modem, though the trunk is 



Crab, What do you think of Miss Simper t 

SirBtnj* Why, she has pretty teeth. 

Z. Tea*. Yes, and upon that account never shuts 
her mouth, hut keqps it always lyar, as it were, thus 
(jtkcwAtrUeUX 

Omf$49. Ha,ha,hal 

L. Teaa, And yet, I vow that's better than the 
pains Mrs. Prim takes to conceal the loss in front— she 
dmws her month till it resembles the aperture <^ a poor 
boK, and all her words appear to slide out edge-ways, 
as .it were, thus-~"/r<0w do yvu da^ mmdamf-^VtSt 



JL, Stutr, Ha, ha, ha! very well. Lady Teazle— I 
vow you appear to be a little severe. 

X. Teas. In defence of a friend, you know, it is but 
joat* But here comes Sir Peter to spoil our pleasantry. 

EMUr Sir Peter. 
Sir Pet, Ladies, your servant. Mercy upon me ! 
the whole setr-a chtuacter dead at every sentence. 

[Aside. 
Mrs. Cand, They wont allow good qualities to 
any one— not even good nature to* our friend Mis. 
Pursy. 

Crab. Whatl the old fat dowager that was at Mrs. 
Quadrille's last night. 
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. Mrt, CoMtU Her bulk is her uisfortone ; and when 
she takes such pains to get rid of it, you ought not to 
reflect on her. 

L. Sneer, That's very true, indeed. 

Z. TeoM. Yes. I'm told she absolutely Utcs upon 
adds and small whey ; laces herself with puUies ; often 
VI the hottest day of summer, you will see her on a 
^iktle squat pony with her hair plaited and turned up 
like a drummer, and aWay she goes puffing round the 
ring in a full trot. 

Sir Pet, Mercy on me ! this is her own rdation ; a 
person they dine with twice a week. \AsUie. 

Mrs. Cand, I vow you shant be so severe upon the 
dowager; for let me tell you, great allowances are to be 
made for a woman who strives to pass for a flirt at six 
and thirty. 

L. Sneer, Though surely she 's handsome still ; and 
for the weakness in her eyes, ctMisidering how much 
she reads by candle light, 'tis not to be wondered at. 

Mrs. Ca$uL Very true ; and for her manner, I think 
it very graceful, considering she never had any edaca> 
tion ; for her mother, you know, was a Welsh milliner, 
and her father a sugar baker at Bristol. 

Sir Benj. Ah, you are both of you too good natured. 

Mrs, Cand, Well, I never will join in the ridicule 
of a friend ; so I tell my cousin Ogle, and you all know 
what pretensions she has to beauty. 

Crab. She has the oddest countenance— -a collection 
of features from all the comers of the globe. 

Sir Benj. She has, indeed, an Irish front 

Crab, Caledonian locks. 
. Sir Benj, Dutch nose. 

Crab. Austrian lips. 

Sir Benj. The complexion of a Spaniard. 

Crab, And teeth a la Ctumite, 
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SirBtnj, In short, her fine reaembtv a iabU 
d'kdit at Spa, where no two guests are of a nation* 

Crab, Or a congress at the close of a geseral war, 
where every member seems to have a different interest, 
and the nose and chin are the only parties likely to 
join issue. 

Sir BenJ. Ha, ha, ha I 

L. Sneer. Ha, hal Well, I vow you are a oouide 
of provoking toads. 

Mre, Cand. Wdl, I vow you shant carry the laugh, 
so let me tell you that Mrs. Ogle 

Sir Pet. Madam, madam, 'tis impossible to stop 
those good gentlemen's tongues ; but when I tell you, 
Mrs. Candour, that the lady they are speaking of is a 
particular friend of mine, I hope you will be so good as 
not to undertake her defence. 

L. Sneer. Well said, Sir Peter ; but you are a 
cruel creature, too phlegmatic youndf for a wit, and 
too peevish to allow it to others. 

Sir Pet. True wit, madam, is more Aeady allied to 
good nature than you are aware of. 

L. Teas. True, Sir Peter; I believe they are so 
near akin that they can never be united. 

Sir Benj. Or rather, madam, suppose them to be 
man and wife, one so seldom sees them together. 

L. Teas, But Sir Peter is such an enemy to scandal, 
I believe he would have it put down by parliament. 

Sir Pet, For^^, madam, if they considered the 
qxtrdng with reputations of as 'much consequence as 
poaching on manors, and passed an act for the preser- 
vation of fame, they would find many would thank: 
them for the bill. 

L. Sneer. O lud I Sur Peter would deprive us of our ; 
privileges. 

Sir Pet, T^, madam ; and none should then have 
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my dear Lady Tetde* when wQl you oomeand give me 

your opinion of my library? 

Lady TVaur. Why I really begin to think it not so 
proper; and you Icnpw I admit you as a lover no fiuther 
than fashion dictates. 

- yas. Oh, no more; a mere Platonic ddsbeoi that 
every lady is entitled (o. 

Z. Teaz. No further— and though Sir Peter's treat* 
ment may make me uneasy, it shall never provoke 

yas. To the only revenge in your power. 

L. Teaz, Go, you insinuating wretch ^Imt we 

shall be missed, let us join the company. 

yos. 1 11 follow your ladyship. 
. L. Teaz. Dont stay long, for I promise you Maria 
shant come to he^r any more of your reasonbgs. [RxiU 

Jos. A. pretty situation I am in— by gaining the 
wife I shall lose the heiress. I at first mtended to make 
her ladyship only the instrument in my designs on 
Maria, but— I dont know how it is— I am become her 
serious admirer. I begin now to wish I had not made 
a point of gaining so very good a character, for it has 
ht-ought me into so many confounded rogueries, th^t I 
feiir I shall be exposed a last. iSxii, 

ScBNB III. Six Pbtbr Tbazlb's ff^Mse. 
Enter'SiR Oliver atfd Rowley. 

Sir Oihf. Ha, ha I and ao my old firiend is married 
at last, eh ! Rowley— and to a young wife out of the 
country, ha, ha, hal That he should buff to old 
bachelors so long, and sink into a husband at last. 

Rowl. But let me beg of you, sir, not to rally him 
upon the subject, for he cannot bear it, though he has 
been mgrried these seven months. 

Digitized by Google 



THE SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL. 137 

Sir Oliv* Then he has just been half a year on the 
stool of repentance. Poor Sir Peter I But you say he 
has entirely given up Charles — ^never sees him, eh? 

Rtrwl. His prejudice against him is astonishing, and 
I beliere is greatly aggravated by a suspicion of a 
connectioo between Charles and Lady Teazle, and such 
a report I know has been circulated and kept up, by 
means of Lady Sneerwell, and a scandalous party who 
a«Kwiflt* at her house ; where, I am convinced, if there 
is any partiality in the case, Joseph is the favourite. 

Sir Oiiv, Aye, aye, I know there is a set of mis« 
ditevoos prating g(»sips, both male and female, who 
murder characters to kill time, and rob a young fellow 
of his good name, before he has sense enough to know 
the value of it: but I am not to be prejudiced against 
my nephew by any Such, I promise you. No, no, if 
Charles has done nothing false or mean, I shall com* 
pound for his extravagance. 

R<rwl. 1 rejoice, sir, to hear you say so; and am 
happy to find the son of my old master has one friend 
left, however. 

SirOliv, What! shall I forget, Mr. Rowley, when 
I was at his years myself ; egad, neither my brother nor 
I were very prudent youths, and yet, I believe, you have 
not seen many better men than your old master was. 

Rowl, Tis that reflection I build my hopes on — and 
my life on't! Charles will prove deserving of your 
kindness. But here comes Sir Peter. 

Enter Sir Peter. 

Sir Pet. Where is he? Where is Sir Oliver? Ah, 
my dear friend, I rejoice to see you ! You are welcome 
to England a thousand— and a thousand times I 

Sir OUv, Thank you, thank you. Sir Peter— and I 
ans glad to find you so well, believe me. 
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Sir Pet Ah, Sir Oliver I It's sixteen years rince 
last we saw one another ; many a bout we have hail ' 
together in our time ! 

Sir Oliv, Aye ! I have had my share. But what, 
I find you are married — eh, old boy! Well, well, it 
cant be helped, and so I wish you joy with all my 
heart. 

Sir Pet, Thank you, thank you— Yes, Sir Oliver, I 
have entered into that happy state — but we wont talk 
of that now. 

Sir Oliv, That's true, Sir Peter, old friends should 
not begin upon grievances at their first meeting, no, na 

Roivl. [Asiiie to Sir Oliver.] Have a care, sir; 
dont touch upon that subject. 

^i> Oliv. Well — so one of ray nephews, I find, is a 
wild young rogue. 

Sir Pet. Oh, my dear friend, I grieve at your dis- 
appointment there — Charles is, indeed, a sad libertine 
— but no matter, Joseph will make you ample amends, 
everybody speaks well of him. 

Sir Oliv. I am sorry to hear it ; he has too good a 
character to be an honest fellow. Everybody speaks 
well of him — psha— then he has bowed as low to 
knaves and fools, as to the honest dignity of genius and 
virtue. 

Sir Pet. What the plague I are you angry with I 
• Joseph for not making enemies? 

Sir Oliru Why not, if he has merit enough » 
deserve them. 

Sir Pet. Well, we'll see him, and you'll be ca 
vinced how worthy he is. He 's a pattern for all tl 
young men of the age. He's a man of the nobii 
sentiments. 

Sir Oliv. Oh! plague of his sentiments — ^if \ 
Mutes me with a scrap of morality in his mouth, 
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UMl be sick directly. Bat d<xit however misuke me, 
Sir Peter ; I dont mean to defend Charles's errors ; but 
before I form a judgment of either of them, I intend to 
make a trial of their hearts, and my friend Rowley and 
I have planned something for that purpose. 

Sir Pet. My life on Joseph's honour. 

Sir OHv. Well, well, give us a bottle of good wine, 
and we '11 drink your lady's health, and tell you all our 
schemes. 

Sir Pet. Allons, done. 

Sir Oliv. And dont, Sir Peter, be too severe against 
yoOr old friend's son. Odds my life, I am not sorry he 
has run a little out of the course. For my part I hate to 
see prudence clinging to the green suckers of youth ; 
'tis like ivy round the sapling, and spoils the growth of 
the tree. \,Exeunt. 



ACT in. 

Scene I. Sik Peter's House, 

Enter Sir Peter, Sir Oliver, arid Rowley. 

Sir Pet, Well, well, we'll see this man first, and 
then have our wine afterwards. But, Rowley, I dont 
see the gist of your scheme. 

Rowl. Why, sir, this Mr. Stanley was a near rela- 
tion of their mother's, and formerly an eminent mer- 
chant in Dublin; he failed in trade, and is greatly 
reduced ; he has applied by letter to Mr. Surface an|d 
Oiarles for assistance, from the former of whom he has 
received nothing but fair promises ; while Charles, in 
the midst of his own distresses, is at present endeavour- 
i0£ to raise a sum of money, part of which I know he 
ijxtends for the use of Mr. Stanley. 

JSir OUv, Aye, he 's my brother's son. 
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Rowl. Now, sir, we propose that Sir Oliver shall 
visit them both, in the character of Mr. Stanley ; as I 
have informed them he has obtained leave of his 
creditors to wait on his friends in person— and in the 
younger, believe me, you '11 find one, who, in the midst 
of dissipation and extravagance, has still, as our 
immortal bard expresses it, A heart for pity^ and a 
hand open as dayfov^ melting charity. 

Sir Pet. What signifies his open hand and pane, if 
he has nothing to give? But where is this person you 
were speaking of? 

RowL Below, sir, waiting your commands. Yoa 
must know, Sir Oliver, this is a friendly Jew; one who, 
to do him justice, has done everything in his power to 
assist Charles. Who waits? [Enter a Servant.] 
Desire Mr. Moses to walk up. [Exit Servant, 

Sir Pet. But are you sure he '11 speak truth f 

Rowl. Why, sir, I have persuaded him there's no 
prospect of his being paid several sums he has advanced 
for Charles, but through the bounty of Sir Oliver, who 
he knows is in town ; therefore you may depend on his 
being faithful to his interest. Oh, here comes the 
honest Israelite! 

Enter MosBS. 

Sir Oliver, this is Mr. Moses. Mr. Moses, this is Sir 
Oliver. 

Sir Oliv. I understand you have lately bad great 
dealings with my nephew Charles. 

Mos. Yes, Sir Oliver, I have done all I cx>ald for 
him; but he was ruined before he came to me for 
assistance. 

Sir Oliv. That was unlucky, truly, for you had no 
opportunity of showing your talent 

Mos, None at all. I had not the pleasure of knowinl 
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bis distresses till he was some thousands worse than 
nothing. 

Sir Olrtf. Unfortunate indeed ! But I suppose you 
have done all in your power for him ? 

Mos, Yes, he knows dat. This very evening I 
was to have brought a gentleman from the city, who 
does not know him, and will advance him some 
monies. 

Sir Pet. What! a person that Charles has never 
borrowed money of before, lend him money in his 
present circumstances. 

Mas. Yes 

Sir Oiiv. What is the gentleman's name ? 
Mas. Mr. Premium, of Crutched-Friars, formerly a 
broker. 
Sir Pet, Does he know Mr. Premium ? 
Mas. Not at all. 

Sir Pet, A thought strikes me. Suppose, Sir Oliver, 
you were to visit him in that character, 't will be much 
better than the romantic one of an old relation ; you 
will then have an opportunity of seeing Charles in all 
his slory. 

Sir Oliv. Egad, I like that idea better than the 
other; and then I may visit Joseph afterwards as old 
Stanley. 

Rcwl. Gentlemen, this is taking Charles rather 
unawares ; but Mwes, you understand Sir Oliver ; and 
I dare say you will be faithful. 

Mos. You may depend upon me. This is very near 
the time I was to have gone. 

Sir Oliv. I 'II accompany you as soon as you please, 
Moses. But hold — I had forgot one thing— how the 
plague shall I be able to pass for a Jew ? 

Mas. Ther^ is no need — the principal is a Christian. 
Sir Oliv, Is he?. I am sorry for it. But then agaim 

Digitized by Google 



142 JSHERITOAN. 

am I not too smartly dressed to look like a money 
ender? 

Sir Pet. Not at all— it would not be out of charactti 
if yoa went in your own chariot : would it, Moses? 

Afas. Not in the least. 

Sir Oliv. Well, but how must I talk? There's 
certainly some cant of usury, or mode of treating, that 
I ought to know. 

Sir Pet. As I take it. Sir Oliver, the great point is 
to be exorbitant in your demands. £h, Moses? 

Mos. Yes, dat is very great point. 

Sir Oliv. I'll answer for't, I'll not be wanting in 
that ; eight or ten per cent, on the loan at least. 

Mos. Oh ! if you ask him no more as dat, you 'U be 
discovered immediately. 

Sir Oliv. Eh, what the plague— how much then? 

Mos. Dat depends upon the circumstances — if he 
appears not very anxious for the supply, you should 
require only forty per cent., but if you find him in great 
distress, and he wants money very bad — ^you may ask 
double. 

Sir Pet. Upon my word. Sir Oliver— Mr. Premium 
I mean — it 's a very pretty trade you 're learning. 

Sir Oliv. Truly I think so ; and not unprofitable. 

Mos. Then you know you have not the money your- 
self, but are forced to borrow it of a friend. 

Sir Oliv. Oh, I borrow it for him of a friend, do I f 

Mos. Yes, and your friend 's an unconscionable dos» 
but you cant help dat. 

Sir Oliv. Oh, my friend 's an unconscionable dog. 
is he? 

Mos. And then he himself has not the monies \tf 
him, but is forced to sell stock at a great loss. 

Sir Oliv. He's forced to sell stock at a great loss; 
well, really, that s very kind of hu 
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Sir Pet. But haric 'y«» Moses, if Sir Oliver was to 
rail a little at the annuity bill, dont you think it would 
have a good effect? 

Mm, Very much. 

SffwL And lament that a young man must now come 
to the years of discretion, beifore he has it in his power 
to ruin himselC 

Mas. Aye! a great pity. 

Sir Pet. Yes, and abuse the public for allowing 
merit to a bill, whose only object was to preserve youth 
and inexperience from the rapacious gripe of usury, and 
to give the young heir an opportunity of enjoying his 
fortune, without being ruined by coming into possession. 

Sir Oliv. So, so — Moses shall give me further 
instructions as we go together. 

Sir Pet. You'll scarce have time to learn your 
trade, for Charles lives but hard by. 

Sir Oliv. Oh, never fear— my tutor appears so able, 
that though Charles lived in the next street, it must be 
my own fault if I am not a complete rogue before I 
have turned the comer. [Exeunt Sir Oliver and Moses, 

Sir Pet, So, Rowley, you would have been partial, 
and given Charles notice of our plot. 

Rovd, No, indeed, Sir Peter. 

Sir Pet. Well, I see Maria coming, I want to have 
souM talk with her. \,Exit Rowley, 

Enter Maria. 

So, Maria — what, b Mr. Surface come home with you? 

Mar. No, sir, he was engaged. 

Sir Pet. Maria, I wish you were more sensible to 
his ezceUent qualities. Does not every time you are 
in his company convince you of the merit of that 
:uDiable youi^ man? 

Mar. You know. Sir Peter, I have often told you, 
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that of the men who have paid me a particular attention, 
there is not one I would not sooner prefer than Mr. 
Surface? 

Sir Pet. Aye, aye, this blindness to his merit pro- 
ceeds from your attachment to that profligate brother 
of his. 

Mar, This is unkind ; yon know, at your request^ I 
have forborne to see or correspond with him, as I have 
long been convinced he is unworthy my regard ; but 
while my reason condemns hb vices, my heart suggests 
some pity for his misfortunes. 

Sir Pet Ah ! you had best resolve to think of him 
no more, but give your heart and hand to a worthier 
object. 

Mar. Never to his brother. 

^f> Pet. Have a care, Maria ; I have not y«t made 
you know what the authority of a guardian is; dent 
force me to exert it. 

Mar, I know that, for a short time, I am to obey 
you as my father, but must cease to think you so, 
when you would compel me to be miserable. 

[Exit in tears. 

Sir Pet. Sure never man was plagued as I am; I 
had not been married above three weeks, before her 
father, a hale, hearty man, died—on purpose to plague 
me with his daughter ; but here comes my helpmate- 
she seems in mighty good humour; I wish I could 
teaze her into loving me a little. 

Enter Lady Tbazlb. 

Z. Teat. What's the matter, Sir Pteterf What 
have you done to Maria? It is not fair to quarrel and 
I not by. 

Sir Pet. Ah I Lady Teazle, it is in your power to 
put me into a good humour at any time. 
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X. 7V/SS. Is it? I am glad of it— for I want yon to 
t>e in a monstrous good humour now ; come, do be good 
humoured, and let me have two hundred pounds. 

Sir Pet. What the plague! cant I be in a good 
humour without paying for it; but look always thus, 
and you shall want for nothing. [Pulls out a pocket- 
bo0k.'\ There there's two hundred pounds for -you — 
IGaif^ to ^fj]— now seal me a bond for the repayment. 

L,, Teas, No, my note of hand will do as well. 

\Giving her hand. 

Sir Pet, Well, well, I must be satisfied with that; 
hut you shant much longer reproach me for not having 
made 3^00 a proper settlement— I intend shortly to 
surprise you. 

L,. Teaz, Do you? You cant think, Sir Peter, how 
good hiunour becomes you ; now you look just as you 
did before I married you. 

Sir Pet, Do I indeed ? 

L. Teaz, Dont you remember when you used to 
-walk mider the elms, and tell me stories of what a 
gallant you were in yovx youth, and asked me if I 
oould like an old fellow, who could deny me nothing. 

Sir Pet. Aye, and you were so attentive and oblig*' 
log to me then. 

L,. Teaz, Aye, to be store I was, and used to take 
your part against all my acquaintance ; and when my 
counn Sophy used to laugh at me, for thinking of 
manying a man old enough to be my father, and call 
yofu an ugly, stifi^ formal bachelor, I contradicted her, 
and said I did not think you so ugly by any means, 
and that I dared say you would make a good sort of a 
husband. 

Sir Pet, That was very kind of you. Well, and 
yon were not mistaken, you have found it so, have not 
yoof But shall we always live thus happy? 
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Z.. JWw. With all my heart; I'm— 'I dont ciae 
how soon we leave off quarrelling-— provided you will* 
own you are tired first. 

Sir Pet. With all my heart. 

L, Ttag. Then we shall be as happy as the day is 
long, and never, never— quarrel more. 

Sir Pet. Never — ^never — never — and let our future 
contest be, who shall be most obliging. 

L. Teaz. Aye! 

Sir Pet. But, my dear Lady Teazle — my love- 
indeed you must keep a strict watch over your temper 
— ^for you know, my dear, that in all our disputes and 
quarrels, you always begin first. 

L, Teaz. No, no, Sir Peter, my dear, 'tis always you 
that begins. 

Sir Pet. Nok no — no such thing. 

L. Teaz. Have a care, this is not the way to live 
happy, if you fly out thus. 

Sir Pet. No, no— 't is you. 

L. Teaz. No— 'tis you. 

Sir Pet. Zounds ! I say 'tis you. 

L. Teaz. Lord 1 I never saw such a man in my life ; 
just what my cousin Sophy told me. 

Sir Pet. Your cousin Sophy is a forward, saucy,' 
impertinent minx. 

L. Teaz. You are a very great bear, I am sure, to 
abuse my relations. 

Sir Pet, But I am very well served for marrying 
you, a pert, forward, rural coquette, who had refused 
half the honest squires in the country. , 

Zr. Teaz. I am sure I was a great fool for marrying 
you— a stiff, cross, dangling old bachelor, who i»as no> 
married at fifty bec&use nobody would have you. 
. ^xV Pet. You were very glad to have me ; you never 
had such aa offer befors. 
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• X. Teat. Oh, yes, I had I There was Sir Tivy 
Terrier, who everybody said would be a better match : 
for his estate was full as good as yours, and— he has 
broke his neck since. 

Sir Pet. Very— very well, madam. You 're an un- 
grateful woman, and may plagues light on me if I ever 
try to be friends with you again. You shall have a 
separate maintenance. 

Z.. Te€U, By all means a separate maintenance. 

Sir PeU Very well, madam— oh, very well ! Aye, 
madam, and I believe the stories of you and Charles — 
of you and Charles, madam -~ were not without founda- 
tion. 

Z. Teaz. Take care, Sir Peter— take care what you 
say ; for I wont be suspected without a cause, I pro- 
mise you. 

Sir Ptt» A divorce ► 

L,, Teas. Aye, a divorce. 

Sir Pet. Aye, zounds ! I 'II make an example of 
myself for the benefit of all old bachelors. 

Z.. Teaz. Well, Sur Peter, I see you are going to be 
in a passion, so I '11 leave you ; and when you come 
properly to your temper we shall be the happiest couple 
in the world, and never, never quarrel more. Ha, ha, 
ha! lExit. 

Sir Pet. What the devil ! Cant I make her angry 
either? I '11 after her. Zounds ! she must not presume 
to keep her temper. No, no ; she may break my heart 
— but damn it— I'm determined she shant keep her 
temper, \Exii» 

Scene II. Charles's Haute, 
Stiter Trip, Sir Oliver, and Moses. 
Tri/. This way, gentlemen, this wny, Moses, 
what's the gentleman's name? - 
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Sir Oitv, Mr. Moses, what's my name? {Aside, 

Mat, Mr. Premium—— 

Trip. Oh, Mr. Premium— very well. {Exit, 

Sir Oliv, To judge by the sejfvant, one would not 
imagine the master was ruined. Sure this was my 
brother's house. 

Mos, Yes, sir. Mr. Charles bought it of Mr. Joseph* 
with furniture, pictures, &c. , just as the old gentleman 
left it. Sir Peter thought it a great |4ece of extrava- 
gance in him. 

Sir Oliv, In my mind, the other's economy in 
selling it to him was more reprehensible by half. 

Enter Trip. 

Trip. Gentlemen, my master is very sorry he has 
company at present, and cannot see you. 

Sir Olio. If he knew who it was that wanted to 
see him, perhaps he would not have sent such a 
message. 

Trip. Oh, yes, I told who it was ! I djd not forget 
my little Premium, no, no. 

Sir Oliv. Very well, sir ; and pray what may your 
name be? 

Trip. Trip, sir; Trip, at your service. 

Sir Oliv. Very well, Mr. Trip. You have a pleasant 
sort of a place here, I guess. 

Trip. Pretty well. There are four of us, who poss 
our time agreeably enouRh. Our wages indeed are but 
small, and sometimes a little in arrear. We hav« but 
fifty guineas a year, and find our own bags and 
bouquets. 

.S'lr Oliv. Bags and bouquets ! Halters and basti- 
nadoes I 

Trip. Oh, Mo«es, hark'ye, did you get that little 
bill discounted for me ? 
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Sir Oliv, Wants to raise money too t Mercy on 
mel He has distresses, I warrant, like a lord, and 
affects creditors and duns. {Aside. 

Moa, 'Twas not to be done, indeed, Mr. Trip. 

\Gives the note. 

Trip. No I Why, I thought when my friend Brush 
had set his mark upon it, it was as good as cash. 

Mos. No, indeed, it would not do. 

Trip. Perhaps you could get it done by way of 
annuity. 

Sir Oiiv. An annuity! a footman raise money by 
annuity! Well said luxury, egad. [Aside. 

Mos. Well, but you must insure your place. 

Trip. Oh, I '11 insure my life, if you please. 

Sir Oliv. That 's more than I would your neck. 

[Aside. 

Trip. Well, but I should like to have it done before 
this damned register takes place. One would not wish 
to have one's name made public. 

Mos. No, certainly. But b there nothing you could 
deposit? 

Trip. Why, there 's none of my master's clothes will 
fall very soon, I believe ; but I can give a mortgage on 
some of his winter suits, with equity of redemption 
before Christmas — or z^post obit on his blue and silver. 
Now these, with a few pair of point ruffles, by way of 
security — [bell rings\ Coming, coming. Gentlemen, if 
jrou'll walk this way, perhaps I may introduce you 
now. Moses, dont forget the annuity— I '11 insure my 
idace, my little fellow. 

Sir Olio. If the man is the shadow of the master, 
this is the temple of dissipation indeed. 

{Exeunt otitnes. 
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Scene III. Charles's House, 

Charles, Careless, Sir Toby, and Gentlemen 
discovered drinking. 

Char. Ha, ha, ha! Fore heaven you are in the 
right — the degeneracy of the age is astonishing. There 
are many of our acquaintance who are men of wit, 
genius, and spirit, but then they wont drink. 

Care. True, Charles. They sink into the more 
substantial luxuries of the table, and quite neglect the 
bottle. 

Char. Right. Besides, society suffers by it ; for in* 
stead of the mirth and humour that used to mantle 
over a bottle of Burgundy, the conversation is as in* 
sipid as the Spa water they drink, which has all the 
tartness of champagne, without its spirit or flavour. 

Sir Toby. But what will you say to those who 
prefer play to the bottle ? There 's Harry, Dick, and 
Careless himself, who are under a hazard regimen. 

Char. Psha! no such thing. What! would you 
train a horse for the course by keeping him from corn I 
Let me throw upon a bottle of Burgundy, and I never 
lose ; at least, I never feel my loss, and that 's the same 
thing. 

First Gent. True; besides, 'tis wine determines if a 
man be really in love. 

Char. So it is. Fill up a dozen bumpers to a dozen 
beauties, and she that floats at the top is the girl that 
has bewitched you. 

Care. But come, Charles, you have not given us 
your real favourite. 

Char. Faith, I have withheld her only in compassion 
to you ; for if I give her you must toast a round of her 
peers, which is impossible isighs\ on earth. 
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Care, We'll toast some heathen deity, or celestial 
goddess, to match her. 

Char. Why then bumpers — ^bumpers all round. 
Here 's Maria-r-Maria {sighs]. 

First Gent, Maria — psha, give us her surname. 

Char, Psha ! Hang her surname ; that's too formal 
to be registered in love's calendar. 

First Gent. Maria then — Here 's Maria. 

Sir Toby. Maria — Come, here 's Maria. 

Char, Come, Sir Toby, have a care ; you must give 
a beauty superlative. 

Sir Toby. Then I '11 give you— Here 's 

Care, Nay, never hesitate. But Sir Toby has got a 
song .that will excuse him. 

Omnes, The song — the song. 

Sang. 

Here's to the maiden of blushing fifteen, 

Now to the widow of fifty ; 
Here's to the flaunting, extravagant quean. 
And then to the housewife that's thrifty. 
Let the toast pass, drink to the lass, 
I warrant she 'II find an excuse for the glass. 

Here's to the charmer whose dimples we prize, 

Now to the damsel with none, sir ; 
Here's to the maid with a pair of blue eyes, 

And now to the nymph with but one, sir. 
Let the toast pass, &c. 

Here 's to the maid with her bosom of snow, 
Now to her that 's as brown as a berry ; 

Here*s to the wife with her face full of woe. 
And here 's to the damsel that's merry. 
Let the toast pass, &c. ^ 
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For let them be clumsy, or let them be slim, 
Young or ancient, I care not a feather \ 

So fill us a bumper quite up to the brim, 
And e'en let us toast them together, 
iret the toast pass, &c. 

Trip enfers and whispers Charles. 

Char, Gentlemen, I must beg your pardon {risisigfl ; 
I must leave you upon business. Careless, take the chair. 

Care. What, this is some wench, but we wont lose 
you for her. 

Char, No, upon my honour. It is only a Jew and 
a broker come by appointment. 

Care. A Jew and a broker ! we '11 have 'em in. 

Char. Then desire Mr. Moses to walk in. 

Trip. And little Premium too, sir. 

Care. Aye, Moses and Premium. [Exit Trip.] 
Charles, we '11 give the rascals some generous Burgundy. 

Char. No, hang it; wine but draws forth the 
natural qualities of a man's heart, and to make them 
drink would only be to whet their knavery. 

Enter Sir Oliver and MosBS. 

Walk in, gentlemen, walk in; Trip, give chairs; 
sit down, Mr. Premium, sit down, Moses; glasses, 
Trip ; come Moses, I 'U give you a sentiment. " Here's 
success to usury." Moses, fill the gentleman a bumper* 

Mas. " Here's success to usury." 

Care. True, Charles, usury is industry, and deserves 
to succeed. 

Sir Oiiv. Then here *8 " All the success it deserves." 

Care. Oh, damme, sir, that wont do ; you demur to 
the toast, and shall drink it in a pint bumper, at least. 

Mos. Oh, pray, sir, consider Mr. Premium is a 
gentleman. 
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Care. And therefore loves good wine, and I'll see 
justice done to the bottle. Fill, Moses, a quart. 

Char. Pray consider, gentlemen, Mr. Premium is a 
stranger. 

Sir Oiiv. I wish I was out of their company. 

[Aside, 

Care, Come along, my boys; if they wont drink 
with us we'll not stay with them; the dice are in the 
next room. You'll settle your business, Charles, and 
come to us. 

Ckar, Aye, aire; but. Careless, you must be ready 
— ^perhaps I may have occasion for you. 

Care, Aye, aye — bill, bond, or annuity, 'tis all the 
same to me. [Exit with the rest, 

Mas. Mr. Premium is a gentleman of the strictest 
honour and secrecy, and always performs what he 
undertakes. Mr. Premium, this \sr-^formidly.] 

Char, Psha 1 hold your tongue. My friend, Moses, 
sir, is a very honest fellow, but a little slow at expression 
— I shall cut the matter very short. I 'm an extravagan t 
young fellow that wants to borrow money ; and you, as 
I take it, are a prudent old fellow who has got money 
to lend. I am such a fool as to give forty per cent, 
rather than go without it; and you, I suppose, are 
rogue enough to take a hundred if you can get it. 
And now we understand one another, and may proceed 
to business without further ceremony. \ 

Sir OHv. Exceedingly frank, upon my word. I see 
you are not a mab of compliments. 

Char, No, sir. 

Sir OUv. Sir, I like you the better for it. However, 
you are mistaken in one thing; I have no money to 
lend, but I believe I could procure you some Apom a 
friend; but then he's a damned unconscionable dog; is 
he noc, Moset ) 
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Mot, Bnt you cant help that. 

Sir OUv, And then, he has not the money by him, 
but must sell stock at a great loss. Must he not, 
Moses? 

Mos, Yes, indeed. You know I always speak the 
truth, and scorn to tell a lie. 

Char. Aye, those who speak truth usually do. And, 
sir, I must pay the difference, I suppose. Why, look'ye, 
Mr. Premium, I know that money is not to be had 
without paying for it. 

Sir Oliv, Well, but what security could you give ? 
You have not any land, I suppose ? 

Char, Not a mole-hill, not a twig, but what grows 
in bow-pots out at the windows. 

Sir Oltv. Nor any stock, I presume. 

Char, None but live stock, and they're only a few 
pointers and ponies. But pray, sir, are you acquainted 
with any of my connexions? 

Sir OUv, To say the truth, I am. 

Char, Then you must have heard that I have a rich 
old uncle in India, Sir Oliver Surface, from whom I 
have the greatest expectations. 

Sir Oliv, That you have a wealthy uncle I have 
heard; but how your expectations will turn out is 
more, I believe, than you can tell. 

Char, Oh, yes, I 'm told I am a monstrous favourite ; 
and that he intends leaving me everything. 

Sir Oliv» Indeed 1 this is the first time I heard 
of it. 

Char, Yes, yes, he intends making me his heir. 
Does he not, Moses? 

Mm. Oh, yes, 1 11 take my oath of that. 

Sir Oliv. Egad, they 'U persuade me presantly that 
I 'm at Bengal. [Aside,] 

Char, Now, what I propose, Mr. Premium, is to 
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give you a post obit on my uncle's life. Though, 
indeed, my uncle Noll has been very kind to me, and 
\x\)on TOY soul, I shall be sincerely sony to hear anything 
has happened to him. 

Sir Oiiv* Not more than I should, I assure you. 
But the bond you mention happens to be the worst 
security you could offer me, for I might live to a 
hundred, and never recover the principal. 

Char. Oh, yes, you would ; for the moment he dies, 
you come upon me for the money. 

Sir Oliv. Then I believe I should be the most 
unwelcome dun you ever had in your life. 

Char. What, you are afraid, my little Premium, 
that my uncle is too good a life. 

Sir Oliv, No,. indeed, I am not; though I have 
heard he 's as hale, and as hearty, as any man of his 
years in Christendom. 

Char. Oh, there you are misinformed. No, no, 
poor uncle Oliver 1 he breaks apace. The climate, sir, 
has hurt his constitution, and I 'm told he 's so much 
altered of late that his nearest relations dont know 
him. 

Sir Oliv, No ; ha, ha, ha ! so much altered of late 
that hb nearest relations would not know him. Ha, 
ha, ha I that's droll, egad. 

Char, What, you are pleased to hear that he is on 
the decline, my little Premium. 

Sir Oliv. No, I am not — no, no, no. 

Char. Yes, you are, for it mends your chance. 

Sir Oliv. But I am told $ir Oliver is coming over. 
' Nay, some say he is actually arrived. 

Char. Oh, there you are misinformed again. No, 
no such thing, he is this moment at Bengal. What ! 
I must certainly know better than you. 

Sir Oliv. Very true, as you say, you must knuw 
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better than I; though I have it from very good 
authority. Have I not, Moses? 

Mos, Most undoubtedly. 

Sir OUv. But, sir, as I understand you want a few 
hundreds immediately, is there nothing that you would 
dispose of? 

Char, How do you mean? 

^fV Oliv. For instance, now ; I have heard your 
father left behind him a great quantity of massy old 
plate. 

Char, Yes, but that's gone long ago — Moses can 
inform you how, better than 1 can. 

Sir Oliv. Good lack I all the family race cups, and 
corporation bowls gone. [Aside.] It was also supposed 
that his librsuy was one of the most valuable and com- 
plete. 

Char. Much too large and valuable for a private 
gentleman: for my part, I was always of a com- 
municative disposition, and thought it a pity to keep so 
much knowledge to myself. 

Sir Oliv. Mercy on me 1 knowledge that has ran in 
the family like an heirloom. [AsieU.] And pray, how 
may they have been disposed of? 

Char. Oh! you must ask the auctioneer that— I 
dont believe even Moses can direct you there, 

Mos. No — I never meddle with books. 

Sir Oliv. The profligate I [AsitU.] And is there 
nothing you can dispose of? 

Char. Nothing— unless you have a taste for old 
family pictures. I have a whole room full of ancestors 
above stairs. 

Sir Oliv. Why, sure you would not sell your | 
relations? 

Char. Every soul of them to the best bidder. 

Sir Oliv* Not your great tincles and aunts ? 
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Char, Aye, and my grandfathers and grandmothers. 

Sir Oliv, I'll never forgive him this. [Aside.] 
Why I what! Do you take me for Shylock in the 
play, to raise money from me on your own flesh and 
blood! 

C'^n Nay., dont be in a passion, my little Premium ; 
what is it to you, if you have your money's worth? 

Sir Oliv. Tliat's very true, as you say. Well, well, 
I believe I can dispose of the family canvas. I '11 never 
forgave him this. {Asiae, 

Enter Careless. 

Carte, Come, Oiarles, what the devil are yoo doing 
to loog with the broker? we are waiting for you. 

Char, Oh 1 Careless, you are just come in lime, we 
are to have a sale above stairs. I am going to sell all 
my ancestors to little Premium. 

Care, Bum your ancestors. 

Char, No, no, he may do that afterwards if he will. 
But, Careless, you shall be auctioneer. 

Care, Widi all my heart— I can handle a hammer 
as well as a dice box — a-going — a-going. 

Char. Bravo I And, Moses, you shall be appraiser, 
if we want one. 

Mat, Yes, 1 11 be the appraiser. 

Sir OUv, Oh, the profligate ! \Astdet 

Char, But what's the matter, my little Premium} 
You dont seem to relish this business. 

Sir OHv, \Affecting to laugh.] Oh, yes, I do, 
t«ally ; ha, ha, ha, I Oh, the prodigal ! \Aside, 

Char, Very true ; for when a man wants money, 
who the devil can he make free with, if he cant with 
his own relations. \.Exit, 

Sir Oliv, {Following.} 1 11 never forgive him. 
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ACT IV. 

Scene I. Charles's House. 

Enter Chari-bs, Sir Oliver, Careless, and 
Moses. 

Char. Walk in, gentlemen, walk in ; here they are 
•^the family of the Surfietces up to the Conquest. 

Sir Oiiv. And, in my opinion, a goodly collection. 

Char. Aye, there they are, done in the true spirit 
and style of portrait painting, and not like your modem 
Raphaels, who will make your picture independent of 
yourself; no, the great merit of these is, the inveterate 
likeness they bear to the originals. All stiff and awk- 
ward as they were, and like nothing in human natore 
besides. 

Sir Oliv. Oh, we shall never see such 'figures of 
men again ! 

Char. I hope not. You see, Mr. Premium, what a 
domestic man I am ; here I sit of an evening surrounded 
by my ancestors. But come, let us proceed to business. 
To your pulpit, Mr. Auctioneer. Oh, here's a great 
chair of my father's, that seems fit for nothing else. 

Care. "The very thing; but what shall I do for a 
hammer, Charles ? An auctioneer is nothing without a 
hammer. 

Char. A hammer 1 [looking round.'] Let's see, 
what have we here — Sir Richard, heir to Robert>-a 
genealogy in full, egad. Here, Careless, you shall have 
no common bit of mahogany ; here 's the family tree, 
and now you may knock down my ancestors with their 
own pedigree. 

Sir Oiiv. What an unnatural rogue he is! An 
expert de facto parricide* \A side* 
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Cart, Gad| Charles, thU is lucky; it will not only 
serve for a hammer, but a catalogue too, if we should 
want it. 

Char, True. Come, here's my great unde Sir 
Richard Ravelin, a marvellous good general in his day. 
He served in all the Duke of Marlborough's wars, and 
got that 4nit over his eye at the battle of Malplaquet. 
He is not dressed out in. feathers like our modem 
captains, but enveloped in> wig and regimentals, as a 
general should be. Whatsay you, Mr. Premitun? 

M-os, Mr. Premium* would have you speak. 

Char, Why, you shall have him for ten pounds, and 
I 'm sure that's cheap enough for a staff officer. 

^'fV OUih Heaven deliver me t his great uncle Sir 
Richard going fon ten pounds. [Aside.} Well, sir, I 
take him at that price. 

Char, Careless, knock down my unde Sir Richard. 

Cong, Going, going— a-going— gone. 

Ckar, This is a maiden sister of his, my great aunt 
Deborah, done by Kneller, thought to be one of his 
best pictures, and esteemed a very formidable likeness. 
There she sits, as a shepherdess feeding her flock. You 
shall have her for five pounds ten, I 'm sure the sheep 
are wcnrth the money. 

Sir Olhf, Ah, poor aunt Deborah 1 a womaq that 
set such a value on herself, going for five pounds ten. 
[Aside] Well, sir, she's mine. 

Char, Knock down my aunt Deborah, Careless. 

Care. Gone. 

Char. Here are two cousins of theirs, Moses, these 
pictures were done when beaux wore periwigs, and 
ladies their own hair. 

SirOUv, Yes, truly— head dresses seem to have 
been somewhat lower in those days. 

Char. Here 's a grandfather of my mother's, a judge 
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well known on the western circuit. What will you give 
for him? 

Mos, Four guineas. 

Char, Fom- guineas t why you dcmt hid the price of 
his wig. Premium, you have more respect for the 
woolsack ; do let me knock him down at fifte^. 

Sir Oliv. By all means. 

Care, Gone. 

Char. Here are two brothers, William and Walter 
Blunt, Esqrs., both members of parliament, and great 
speakers; and what's very extraordinary, I believe this 
is the first time they were ever bought or sold. 

Sir Oliv. That's very extraordinary, indeed 1 I'D 
take them at your own price, for the honour of parlia- 
ment. 

Char. Well said, Premium. 

Care, I '11 knock them down at forty pounds. Going 
— going— gone. 

Char, Here's a jolly, portly fellow; I dont know 
what relation he is to the family, but he was formerly 
mayor of Norwich ; let's knock him down at eight 
pounds. 

Sir Oliv, No, I think six is enough for a mayor. 

Char. G>me, come, make it guineas, and I 'U throw 
you the two aldermen into the bargain. 

Sir Oliv. They are mine. 

Char, Careless, knock dowoi the mayor and aldermen. 

Care, Gone. 

Char. But hang it, we shall be all day at this rate ; 
come., come, give me three hundred pounds, and take 
all on this side the room in a lump. That will be the 
best way. 

Sir Oliv, Well, well, anything to accommodate 3^00 ; 
they are mine. But there's one portrait yon have 
always passed over* 
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Cdft. What, that little ill-looking fellow over the 
settee. 

Sir Olrv, Yes, sir, 'tis that I mean— but I dont 
think him so ill-looking a fellow by any means. 

Char, That's the picture of my uncle Sir Oliver. 
Before he went aluroad it was done, and is esteemed a 
very great likeness. 

Carg, That your Uncle Oliver! Then in my 
opinion you never will be friends, for he is one of the 
most stem-looking rogues I ever beheld; he has an 
unforgiving eye, and a damned disinheriting counten- 
ance. Dont you think so, little Premium ? 

Sir Olrv Upon my soul I do not, sir ; I think it as 
honest a looking face as any in the room, dead or alive. 
But, I suppose, your uncle Oliver goes with the rest of 
the lumber. 

Char, No, hang it, the old gentleman has been very 
good to me, and I 'U keep his picture as long as I have 
a room to put it in. 

Sir Oliv, The rogue's my nephew after all — I for^ 
give him everything. {Aside.') But, sir, I have some- 
how taken a fancy to that picture. 

Char. I am sorry for it, master broker, for you 
certainly wont have it. What the devil ! have you not 
got enough of the family? 

Sir Oliv, I forgive him everything. {.Aside ) 
Look'ye, sir, I am a strange sort of a fellow, and 
when I take a whim in my head, I dont vaTue money ; 
I 'U give you as much for that as for all the rest. 

Char, Pry'thee dont be troublesome. I tell you I 
wont part with it, and there 's an end on 't. 

Sir Oliv. 'How like his father the dog is? I did 
jsot perceive it before, but I think I never saw so strong 
A resemblance. {Aside.) Well, sir, here's a draft for 
your sum. {Giving a bill.) 
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C/iar. Why, this bill is f(n> eight hundred pounds. 

Sir OHv. You '11 not let Sir Oliver go, then. 

Char. No, I tell you once for all. 

Sir OHv, Then never mind the differmoe, we'll 
balance that some other time. But give me yottrhand 
-^^tses ity-yon are a damned honest fellow, Charles 
— O lord I I beg pardon, sir, for being so fr ee ■ - ■ 
Come along, Moses. 

Char, But hark'ye. Premium, yon' 11 provide good 
lodgings for these gentlemen. {Going,) 

Sir OHv. I '11 send for 'em in a day or two. 

Char, And pray let it be a genteel conveyance, for 
I assure you most of 'em have been used to ride in 
their own carriages. 

Sir OHv. I will for all but Oliver. 

Char. For all but the honest little nabob. 

Sir OHv. You are fixed on that. 

Char. Peremptorily. 

Sir OHv. Ah, the dear extravagant dog! {Atidt.) 
Good day, sir. Come, Moses. Now let me see who 
dares call him profligate f {Exit wiih Motes, 

Care. Why, Charles, this is the very princo of 
brokers. 

Char^ I wonder where Moses got acquainted with 
so honest a fellow. But, Careless, step into the oom- 
pany ; I' 11 wait on you presently, I see old Rowley 
coming. 

Care, But hark'ye, Charles, dont let that fellow 
make you part with any of that money to discharge 
musty old debts. Tradesmen, you know, are the most 
impertinent people in the world. 

Char. True, and paying them would be encouraging 
them. 

Care, Well, settle your business, and make what 
- *"»ste you can, [Sxii* 
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CltfT. Eight hundred pounds I Two thirds of this 
are mine by right. Five hundred and thirty odd 
pounds ! Gad, I never knew till now, t!hat my ancestors 
were such valuable acquaintance. Kind ladies and 
gentlemen, I am your very much obliged, and most 
grateful humble servant. {Bowing to the pictures^ 

Enter Rowley. 
Ah ! Rowley, you are just come in time to take leave 
of yocur old acquaintance. 

Rowl. Yes, sir ; I heard they were going. But how 
can you support such spirits under all your misfortunes? 

Char. That 's the cause, Mr. Rowley ; my misfor- 
tunes are so many, that I c?Jit afford to part with my 
spirits. 

Rowl. And can you really take leave of your ances- 
tors with so much unconcern ? 

Char. Unconcern I What I I suppose you are sur- 
prised that I am not more sorrowful at losing the com* 
pany of so many worthy friends. It is very distressing 
to be sure ; but, you see, they never move a muscle- 
then why the devil should I ? 

Rowl. Ah ! dear Charles. 

Char. But come, I have no time for trifling. Here, 
take this bill and get it changed, and carry a hundred 
pounds to poor Stanley, or we shall have somebody call 
that has a better right to it. 

Rowl. Ahl sir, I wish you would remember the 
proverb 

Char. Be just before you are generous. Why, so I 
would if I could ; but Justice b an old lame, hobbling 
beldame, and I cant get her to keep pace with Gene> 
rosity for the soul of me. 

Rowl. Do, dear sir, reflect. 

Char. That 's very true, as you say. But.Rowlcy^^ 
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while I have, by heavens 111 give; so damn your 
morality, and away to old Stanley with the money. 

Scene II. TA< Pariour. 
Enter Sir Oliver atuL Mosbs. 

Mot, Well, sir, I think, as Sir Peter said, you have 
seen Mr. Charles in all his glory. 'Tis a great pity he's 
so extravagant. 

Sir Oliv. True ; but he would not sell my picture. 

Mos. And loves wine and women so much. 

Sir Olrv. But he would not sell my picture. 

Mos. And games so deep. 

Sir Oliv. But he would not sell my picture. Ohf 
here comes Rowley ! 

Enter Rowley. 

RmvI. Well, sir, I find you have made a purchase. 

Sir Oliv. Yes. our young rake has parted with his 
ancestors like old tapestry. 

Rowl. And he has commissioned me to return yon 
a hundred pounds of the purchase-money, but under 
your fictitious character of old Stanley. I saw a tailor 
and two hosiers dancing attendance, who, I know, will 
go unpaid, and the hundred pounds would satisfy them. 

Sir Oiiv. Well, well, I 'II pay his debts and his 
benevolence too. But now I 'm no more a broker, and 
you shall introduce me to the elder brother as old 
Stanley. 

Enter Trip. 

Trip. Gentlemen, I 'm sorry I was not in the way to 
show you out Hark'ye, Moses. {Exit with Mfius. 

Sir Oliv. There's a fellow now. Will you believe 
it, that puppy intercepted the Jew on our coming, and 
'■'anted to raise money before he got to his master. 
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Rowl. Indeed 1 

Sir Olkf* And they are now planning an annuity 
business. Oh, Master Rowley, in my time servants 
were content with the follies of their masters, when 
they were wore a little threadbare ; but now they have 
their vices, like their birthday clothes, with the gloss 
on. [Exeunt. 

ScKNB III. TAe Apartments e/* Joseph Surface. 
Enter Joseph and a Servant. 

y<^. No letters from Lady Teazle ? 

Serv, No, sir. 

Jos» I wonder she did not write if she could not 
come. I hope Sir Peter does not suspect. But Charles's 
dissipation and extravagance are great points in my 
favour. [Knocking at the door.'l See if it is her. 

Serv, 'Tis Lady Teazle, sir ; but she always orders 
her chair to the milliner's in the next street. 

yos. Then draw that screen-r-my opposite neigh- 
bour is a maiden lady of so curious a temper. You 
need not wait. [Exit Servant,] My Lady Teazle, 
I 'm afraid, begins to suspect my attachment to Maria ; 
but she must not be acquainted with that secret till I 
have her more in my power. 

Enter Lady Teazle. 

L. Teas. What 1 sentiment in soliloquy ! Have you 
Seen very impatient now ? Nay, you look so grave. I 
assure you I came as soon as I could. 

yot. Oht madam, punctuality is a species of con- 
stancy — ^a very unfashionable custom among ladies. 

L, Teas, Nay, you wrong me; I'm sure you'd 
pity me if you knew my situation. [Both sit.] Sir 
Peter really grows so peevish and so ill-natured, there's 
no enduring him ; and then tQ suspect m^ with Charle- ' 
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yos, I 'm glad my scandalous friends keep up that 
report. [Asuit.] 

L. Teaz, For my part, I wish Sir Peter to let Maria 
marry him — wouldn't you, Mr. Surface? 

Jos, Indeed I would not. [Aside.'i Oh, to be sore; 
and then my dear Lady Teazle would be convinced 
how groundless her suspicions were of' my having any 
thoughts of the silly girl 1 

Z. Teaz. Then there's my friend Lady Sneerwell 
has propagated malicious stories about me ; and what's 
very provoking, all without the least foundation. 

Jos, Ah I there's the mischief; for when^a scan- 
dalous story is believed against one, there 's no comfort 
like the consciousness of having deserved it. 

Z. Teaz, And to be continually censured and ens' 
pected, when I know flie integrity of my oMrn heart — 
it would almost prompt me to give him some grounds 
for it. 

Jos, Certainly; for when a husband grows sua* 
picious, and withdraws his confidence from hb wife, it 
then becomes a part of her duty to endeavour to outwit 
him. You owe it to the natural privilege of your sex. 

Z. Teaz. Indeed 1 

Jos. Oh, yes ; for your husband should never be 
deceived in you, and you ought to be frail in compli* 
ment to his discernment. 

Z. Teaz. This is the newest doctrine. 

yos. Very wholesome, believe me. 

Z. Teaz. So the only way to prevent his suspicions 
is to give him cause for them. But the consciousness 
of my innocence 

Jos. Ah ! my dear Lady Teazle, 'tis that conscious* 

ness of your innocence that ruitts you. What is it that 

makes you imprudent in your conduct and cardess of 

-*h»^i«aaur«s of the world t The consciousness of your 
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innocence. What is it that makes you regardless of 
forms and inattentive to your husband's peace f Why, 
the consciousness of your innocence. Now, my dear 
Lady Teazle, if you could only be prevailed upon to 
make a trifling y&»j^-/ar, you cant imagine how cir> 
cumspect you would ^pnow. 

Z. Teets* Do 3rou think »o? 

yos. Depend upon it. Your case at present, my dear 
Lady Teazle, resemblies that of a person in a plethora 
-^on are absolutely dying of too much health. 

L. Teas, Why, indeed, if my understanding could 
be convinced 

Jos. Your understanding? Oh, yes, your under- 
standing should be convinced ! Heaven forbid that I 
should persuade you to anything that you thought 
wrong 1 No, no ; I have too much honour for that. 

L, Teitz^ Dont you think you may as well leave 
honour out of the question? \Botk rise, 

yas. Ah ! I see, Lady Teazle, the effects of your 
oonntry education still remain. 

Z. Teaz, They do indeed, and I b^n to find 
myself imprudent ; and if I should be brought to act 
wrong, it would be sooner from Sir Peter's ill-treatment 
of me than from your honourable logic, I assure you. 

yos. Then by this hand, which is unworthy of 

[Kneeling-: a Servant enters] ^What do you want, 

you scoundrel ? 

Ser, I beg pardon, sir. I thought you would not 
choose Sir Peter should come up. 

yos. Sir Peter I 

Z.. Tecui. Sir Peter! Oh, I'm undone I What 
shall I do ? Hide me somewhere, good Mr. Logic. 

7«r. Here, herC) behind this screen [She runs 
behind the screen]f and now reach me a book. 

iSits down and reads. 
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Enter Sir Peter. 

Sir PeU Aye, there he is, ever improving himselC 
Mr. Surface. Mr. Sur&ce. 

Jos. \Affectins to gape.'X Oh, Sir Peter 1 I rejoice 
to see yott— I was got over a sleepy book here — I am 
vastly glad to see you— I thank you for the call— I 
believe you have not been here since I finished my 
library. Books, books, you know, are the only thing I 
am a coxcomb in. 

Sir Pet, Very pretty, indeed — ^why, even your 
screen is a source of knowledge — ^hung round with 
maps I see. 

jfos. Yes, I find great use in that screen. 

Sir Pet. Yes, yes, so you must when yoti want to 
find anything in a hurry. 

Jos, Yes, or to hide anything in a hurry. [Aside. 

Sir Pet. But, my dear friend, I want to have some 
private talk with you. 

Jos, You need not wait. \Exit Servetnt. 

Sir Pet. Pray sit down. [Both sit.] My dear 
friend, I want to impart to you some of my distresses. 
In short, Lady Teazle's behaviour of late has given me 
very great uneasiness. She not only dissipates and 
destroys my fortune, but I have strong reaaoDs to 
believe she has formed an attachment elsewhere. 

y<fs. I am unhappy to hear it. 

Sir Pet. I knew you would sympathise with me, 

Jos. Believe me, Sir Peter, such a discovery would 
affect me just as much as it does you. 

Sir Pet. What a happiness to have a friend we can 
trust, even with our family secrets! Can yoa gaess 
who it is? 

yas. I haven't the most distant idea. It cant be 
Sir Benjamin Backbite? 
*" ^^'rPei, No, no. What do you think of Charles? 
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yos. My brother! impossible! I cant thick he 
would be capable of such baseness and ingratitude. 

Sir Pet. Ah, the goodness of ycur own nund makes 
you slow to believe such villainy. 

Jos. Very true. Sir Peter. The man who is ccn- 
sciotts of the integrity of his own heart, is ever slow to 
credit another's baseness. 

Sir Pet. And yet, that the son of my old friend 
should practise against the honour of my family. 

Jos. Aye, there's the case, Sir Peter. When in- 
gratitude beards the dart of injury, the wound feels 
doubly smart. 

Sir Pet. What noble sentiments ! He never used 
a sentiment; ungrateful boy! that I have acted as 
guardian to, and who was brought up under my eye ; 
and I never in my life refused him — ^my advice. 

Jos. I dont know, Sir Peter— he may be such a 
man — if it be so, he is no longer a brother of mine ; I 
renounce him. For the man who can break through 
the laws of hospitality, and seduce the wife or daughter 
of his friend, deserves to be branded as a pest to 
society. 

Sir Pet, And yet, Joseph, if I was to make it 
public, I should only be sneered and laughed at. 
yos. Why, that is very true. No, no, you must not 

make it public ; people would talk 

Sir Pet. Talk ! — they 'd say it was all my own 
fault ; an old doting bachelor to marry a young giddy 
girl. They'd paragraph me in the newspapers, and 
make ballads on me. 

yos. And yet. Sir Peter, I cant think that my Lady 

Teazle's honour 

Sir Pet. Ah, my dear friend, what 's her honocu: 
opposed against the flattery of a handsome young 
fellow? But, Joseph, she has been upbraiding me of 
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late, that 1 have 'not made her a settlement; and I 
think, in oar lastrquarrel. she told me she would not be 
sorry if 9 was dead. Now, I have brought draughts 
of two deeds for^rour perusal, and she shall iind, if I 
was to die, that I 'have not been inattentive to her 
welfare while living. By^the one ^he will enjoy eight 
hundred pounds a year during -my life : and by the 
other, the bulk of my fortune after my death. 

yos. This conduct is truly generous. I wish it 
mayn't corrupt my pupiL [Asidt.. 

Sir Pet. But 1 would not kave her as yet acquainted 
with the least mark of my affection. 

Jos. Nor I— if I could helpat {Aside. 

Sir Pet. And now J have unborthened myself 'to 
you, let us talk over your affair with Maria. 

Jos. Not a syllable upon the subject now. {Alarmed^ 
Some other time. I am too much afiected by your 
affairs to think of my own ; for the man who can think 
of his own happiness while his friend is in distcess 
deserves to be hunted as a monster out of society. 

Sir Pet. I am sure of your affection for her. 

yos. Let me entreat you, Sir Peter 

Sir Pet. And though you are so averse to "Lady 
Teazle's knowing it, I assure you she is not your enemy, 
and I am sensibly chagrined you have made no further 
progress. 

yos. Sir Peter, I must not hear 3roa. The man who 
{Enter a Servant^ What do you want, sirrah f 

Ser. Your brother, sir, is at the door talking to a 
gentleman. He says he knov^ you are at home, that 
Sir Peter is with you, and he must see you. 

yos. I am not at home. 

Sir Pet, Yes, yes, you shall be at home. 

yos. [After some hesitation,^ Very well; let him 
k eome up. 
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Sir Pet. Now, Joseph, I *11 hide myself ; and do you 
tax him abont the affair with my Lady Teazle, and so 
draw the secret from him. 

Jos. Oh, fie, Su: Peter ! What ! join in a plot to 
trepan my brother? 

Sir Pet, Oh, aye, to serve your friend ! Besides, if 
he is innocent, as you say he is, it will give him an 
opportunity to clear himself and make me very happy. 
Hark ! I hear him coming. Where shall I go ? behind 
this screen ? What the devil ! Here has been one 
listener already ; for I '11 swear I saw a petticoat. 

yos. \Affecting a iaugkJ] It's very ridiculous— ha, 
ha, ha! — a ridiculous affair indeed — ha, ha, ha! 
Hark'ye, Sir Peter [pulling him aside], though I hold 
a man of intrigue to be the most despicable character, 
yet you know it does not follow that one is to be an 
absolute Joseph either. Hark'ye, 'tis a little French 
milliner that calls upon me sometimes, and hearing you 
were coming, and having some character to lose, she 
slipped behind the screen. 

Sir Pet. A French milliner ! [Smiling.'] Cunning 
rog;ue, Joseph — sly rogue ! But zounds ! she has over- 
heard everything that has passed about my wife ! 

yas. Oh, never fear 1 Take my word, it will never 
go farther for her. 

Sir Pet. Wont it? 

yos. No, depend upon it. 

Sir Pet. Well, well, if it will go no further. But 
where shall I hide myself? 

yos. Here, here ; slip into the closet, and you may 
overhear every word. 

Z,. Teaz. Can I steal away? [Peeping. 

y^as. Hush ! hush I Dont stir. 

Sir Pet. Joseph, tax him home. [Peeping, 

yr^s. In, in, my dear Sir Peter. _ , 
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L. Teaz, Cant you lock the closet door? 

Jos. Not a word ; you '11 be discovered. 

Sir Pet. Joseph, dont spare him. 

Jos. For heaven's sake lie close ! A pretty situation 
I am in, to part man and wife in this manner. \Asid*. 

Sir Pet. You 're sure the little French milliner wont 
blab? 

Enter Charlss. 

CAar. Why, how now, brother? Your fellow denied 
you ; he said you were not at home. What ! have you 
had a Jew or a wench with you ? 

yos. Neither, brother, neither. 

Ckar. But Where's Sir Peter? I thought he was 
with you. 

yos. He was, brother ; but hearing you were comin;;, 
he left the house. 

CAar. What ! was the old felloW afraid I wanted to 
borrow money of him ? 

yas. Borrow! no, brother. But lam sorry to hear you 
have given that worthy man cause for great uneasiness. 

Char. Yes, I am told I do that to a great many 
worthy men. But how dt> you mean, brother? 

yos. Why, he thinks you have endeavoured to 
alienate the affections of Lady Teazle. 

CAar. Who? I alienate the affections of Lady 
I'eazle I Upon my word he accuses me very unjustly. 
What ! has the old gentleman found out that he has got 
a young wife ? or, what is worse, has the lady found out 
that she has got an old husband ? 

yas. For shame, brother. 

CAar. 'Tis true, I did once suspect her ladyship 

had a partiality for me, but upon my soul I never g;ave 

her the least encouragement; for, you know, my al> 

tachment was to Maria. 

- *^os. This will make Sir Peter extremely happy. 
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But if she had a partiality for you, sure you would not 
have been base enough 

Char-. Why, look'ye, Joseph, I hope I shall never 
deliberately do a dishonourable action ; but if a pretty 
woman should purposely throw herself in my way, and 
that pretty woman should happen to be married to a 
man old enough to be her father 

yos. What then? 

Char, Why then, I believe I should — have occasion 
to borrow a little of your morality, brother. 

yos. Oh, fie, brother! The man who can jest 

Char, Oh, that's very true, as you were going to 
observe! But, Joseph, do you know that I am sur- 
prised at your suspecting me with Lady Teazle. I 
thought you were always the favourite there. 

yos. Me! 

Char, Why, yes; I have seen you exchange such 
significant glances. 

yos. Psha! 

Char. Yes, I have ; and dont you remember when 
I came in here and caught her and you at 

yos. I must stop him. [AsideJ] [Stops his motet7i.] 
Sir Peter has overheard every word that you have said. 

Char. Sir Peter! where is he? What! in the 
closet? Foregad I 'II have him out. 

yos. No, no ! [Stopping hxm.\ 

Char,. 'I will. Sir Peter Teazle, come into court. 

Enter Sis Petbr. 
What ! my old guardian turn inquisitor, and take evi- 
dence incog /• 

Sir Pet. Give me your hand. I own, my dear boy, 
I have suspected you wrongfully ; but you must not be 
angry vrith Joseph. It was my plot, and I shall think 
of you as long as I live for what I overheaud. 
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Ckar^ Then 'tis well you did not hear more, is it 
not, Joseph ? 

Sir Pet, What 1 you would have retorted on Josei>h, 
would you ? 

Char, And yet you might have as well suspected 
him as me, might he not, Joseph? 

Enter Servant. 

Serv, [IVhis^rin^yoseph.l Lady Sneerwell, sir, is 
just coming up, and says she must see you. 

yos. Gentlemen, I must beg your pardon ; I have 
company waiting for me. Give me leave to condua 
you downstairs. 

Char. No, no ; speak to them in another room. I 
have not seen Sir Peter a great while, and I v^ant to 
talk with him. 

Jos. Well, I'll send away the person and return 
immediately. Sir Peter, not a word of the little French 
milliner. [Asuie and exit. 

Sir Pet. Ah ! Charles, what a pity you dont asso- 
ciate more with your brother. We then might have 
some hopes of your reformation ; he 's a young roan of 
such sentiments. Ah ! there is nothing in this world so 
noble as a man of sentiment. 

'^har. Oh, he 's too moral by half, and so apprehen- 
sive of his good name, that I dare say he would as soon 
let a priest into his house as a wench ! 

Sir Pet. No, no, you accuse him wrongfully. 
Though Joseph is no rake, he is no saint. 

Char. Oh ! a perfect anchorite — a young hermit. 

Sir Pet Hush, hush ; dont abuse him, or he may 
chance to hear of it again. 

Char. Why, you wont tell him, will you? 

Sir Pet. No, no, but I have a great mind to leD 
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hiion. lAside)—{u*fHS to hesitatt,'\ Hark 'ye, Charles, 
have you a mind for a laugh at Joseph 1 

Ckar, I should like it of all thing^-^et's-have it. 

Sir PeU Gad, I 'U tell him— I 'U b« even with Joseph 
for discovering me in the closet. lAside] Hark 'ye, 
Charles, he had a girl with him when I called. 

CAar. Who, Joseph? impossible I 

Sir Pgt. Yes, a little French milliner [ Takes him to 
the fronii, and the be«t of the joke is, she is now in the 



Ckar^ The devil she is. Where? 

Sir Pet. Hush, hush — ^behind the screen. 

Char. I '11 have her out. 

Sir Pet. No, no, no. 

Char. Yes. 

Sir Pet No. 

Char. By the Lord I will. So now for it. 

IBoth rttn up to the screen. The screen falh^ 
at the same time Joseph enters. 

Char. Lady Teazle, by all that 's wonderful I 

Sir Pet. Lady Teazle, by all that 's horrible 1 

Char. Sir Peter, this is the smartest little French 
milliner I ever saw. But pray, what is the meaning of 
all this ? You seem to have been playing at hide and 
seek here, and for my part I dont know who's in or 
who's out of the secret. Madam, will you please to 
explain ; not a word — I— brother, is it your pleasure to 
illustrate? Morality dumb, too i Well, though I can 
make nothing of it, I suppose you perfectly understand 
one another, good folks, and so I leave you. Brother, 
I am sorry you have given that worthy man so much 
cause for uneasiness. Sir Peter, there is nothing in the 
world so noble as a man of sentiment. Ha, ha, ha 1 

lExit. 

yo$. Sir Peter, notwithstanding appearances are 
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against me— if— if you'll give me leave — IH ezidain 
everything to your satisfaction. 

Sir PeU If you please, sir. 

yos^ Lady Teazle knowing my— Lady Teade— I 
say— knowing my pretenaons — to your ward — Maria— 
and Lady Teazle — I say— knowing the jealousy of my 
—of your temper — she called in here — ^in order that she 
— that I— might explain what these pretensions were. 
And — hearing you were coming — and — as I said before 
— ^knowing the jealousy of your temper — she — my Lady 
Teazle — I say — went behind the screen — and — ^This is a 
full and clear account of the whole affair. 

Sir Pet. A very clear account, truly I and I dare 
say the lady will vouch for the truth of every word of it. 

L. Tgag, [Advancing-.] For not one syllable, Sir 
Peter. 

Sir PeU What the devil I dont you think it worth 
your while to agree in the lie? 

L. Teaz. There's not a word of truth in what that 
gentleman has been saying. 

yos. Zounds, madam, you wont rain me. 

L. Teaz. Stand out of the way, Mr. Hypocrite, 1 11 
speak for myself. 

Sir Pet, Aye, aye— let her alone— she*ll make a 
better story than you did. 

L. Teaz, I came here with no intention of listening 
to his addresses to Maria, and even ignorant of his 
pretensions ; but seduced by his insidious arts, at least 
to listen to hb addresses, if not to sacrifice your h<moar, 
to his baseness. 

Sir Pet. Now I believe the truth is coming indeed. 

yos. What, is the woman mad? 

L. Teaz. No, sir, she has recovered her senses. Sir 
Peter, I cannot expect you 11 credit me ; but the tende^ 
ness you expressed for me, when I am certain you did 
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not know I was within hearing, has penetrated so deep 
into my heart, that could I have escaped the morti- 
fication of this discovery, my foture life shoaU have 
convinced you of my sincere repentance. As for that 
smooth-tongued hypocrite, who would have seduced the 
wife of his too credulous fiiend, while he pretended an 
honourable passion for his ward, I now view him in so 
desfncable a light, that I shall never again respect 
myself for having listened to his addresses. [Ejcit. 

yos. Sir Peter— notwithstanding all this— heaven is 
my v^tness 

Sir Pet. That you are a villain, and so I '11 leave 
you to your meditations. 

yas. Nay, Sir Peter, yoo must not leave me. The 
man who shuts his ears against convicti<m 

Sir Pet. Oh, damn your sentiments — damn your 
sentiments. [E-xit, yoseph JolUnuing, 



ACT V. 

ScBNB I. Joseph Surfaces A^rtmenis. 
Enter JoSKPH and a Servant. 

yos. Mr. Stanley! why should you think I would 
see Mr. Stanley ! you know well enough he comes en- 
treating for something. 

Serv. They let him in before I knew of it ; and old 
Rowley is with him. 

yos. Psha, you blockhead; I am so distracted 
with my own misfortunes, I am not in a humour to 
speak with any one— but shew the fellow up. \Exit 
Servant.'\ Sure fortune never played a man of my 
policy such a trick before. My character ruined with 
Sir Peter — my hopes of Maria lost — I'm in a pretty 
humour to listen to poor relations^ truly. I shant be 
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able to bestow even a benevolent sentiment on old 
Stanle3% Oh, here he comes ; I '11 retire, and endeavour 
to put a little charity in my face, however. ISjnt, 

Enter Sir Oliver and Rowley. 

Sir Oliv. What, does he avoid ns¥ That was him, 
was it not? 

Rami. Yes, sir ; but his nerves are too weak to bear 
the sight of a poor relation ; I should have come first 
to break the matter to him. 

Sir Oliv. A plague of his nerves! yet this is he 
whom Sir Peter extols as a man of the most benevolent 
' way of thinking. 

Rowl, Yes, he has as much speculative benevolence 
as any man in the kingdom, though he is not so sensaal 
as to indulge himself in the exercise of it. 

Sir Oliv. Yet he has a string of sentiments, I suppose, 
at his finger ends. 

Rowl. And his fiivourite one is, That charity begins 
at heme. 

Sir Oliv, And his, I presume, is of that domestic 
sort, which never stirs abroad at all. 

RowL Well, sir, I '11 leave you to introduce yourself 
as old Stanley ; I must be here again to announce you 
in your real character. 

Sir Oliv. True ; and you '11 afterwards meet me at 
Sir Peter's. 

Rmvl. Without losing a moment. [Exit Rowley. 

Sir Oliv. Here he comes— I dont like the complai- 
sance of his features. 

Enter Joseph. 

Jos. Sir, your most obedient; I beg pardon for 
keeping you a moment— Mr. Stanley, I presume. 

Sir Oliv, At your service, sir. 
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yes. Pray, be seated, Mr. Stanley, I entreat you, sir. 

SirOliv. Dear sir, there's no occasion. Too cere- 
monioas by half. \Aside. 

yos. Though I have not the pleasure of your ac- 
quaintance, I am very glad to see you look so well. I 
think, Mr. Stanley, you were nearly related to my 
mother. 

Sir Oliv, I was, sir ; so nearly, that my present 
poverty, I fear, may do discredit to her wealthy children ; 
else I would not presume to trouble you now. 

yes. Ah, sir, dont mention that. For the man who 
is in distress has ever a right to claim kindred with the 
wealthy ; I am sure I wish I were of that number, or 
that it were in my power even to afford you a small 
relief 

Sir OUv, If your uncle, Sir Oliver, were here, I 
should have a friend. 

yes. I wish he were, sir ; you should not want an 
advocate with him, believe me. 

Sir Oliv. I should not need one, my distresses 
would recommend me. But I imagined his bounty had 
enabled you to be the agent of his charities. 

yos. Ah, sir, you are mistaken; avarice, avarice, 
Mr. Stanley, is the vice of age ; to be sure it has been 
spread abroad that he has been very bountiful to me, 
but without the least foundation, though I never chose 
to contradict the report. 

Sir Oliv, And has he never remitted you bullion, 
rupees, or pagodas? 

yat. Oh, dear sir, no such thing. I have indeed 
received some trifling presents from him, such as shawls, 
avadavats, and Indian crackers ; nothing more, sir. 

Sir Oliv. There's gratitude for twelve thousand 
pounds! lAside.] Shawls, avadavats, and Indian 
crackers I 
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yos. Then, there's my brother, Mr. Stanley; one 
would scarce believe what I have done for that un- 
fortunate young man. 

Sir Oliv, Not I, for one. [Asidt. 

Jos, The sums I have lent him I Well, 'twas an 
amiable weakness— I must own I cant defend it, though 
it appears more blamable at present, as it prevents me 
from serving you, Mr. Stanley, as my heart directs. 

Sir Oliv. Dissembler. \Asid€.'\ Then you cannot 
assist me. 

Joi. I am very unhappy to say it 's not in my power 
at present ; but you may depend upon hearing from me 
when I can be of any service to you. 

Sir Oliv, Sweet sir, you are too good. 

Jos, Not at all, sir; to pity without the power to 
relieve, is still more painful than to ask and to be denied. 
Indeed, Mr. Stanley, you have deeply affected me. 
Sir, your most devoted ; I wish you health and spirits. 

Sir Oliv. You ever grateful and perpetual [bomimi 
lmv\ humble servant. 

Jos. I am extremely sorry, sir, for your misfortunes. 
Here, open the door. Mr. Stanley, your most devoted. 

Sir Oliv. Your most obliged servant Charles, you 
are my heir. \Andt^ and exit, 

Jos. This is another of the evils that attends a man 
having so good a character. It subjects him to the 
importunity of the necessitous— the pure and sterling 
ore of charity is a very expensive article in the catalogue 
of a man's virtues; whereas the sentimental French 
plate I use answers the purpose full as well, and pays 
no tax. \Gwtg. 

Enter Rowlby. 

Rowl. Mr. Surface, your most obedient; I wait 
upon you from your uncle^ who is just arrived. 

^ \PiV€s him a fwtt. 
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yos. Howt Sir Oliver arrived! Here, Mr. , 

call back Mr. Stanley. 

Rowl. It 's too late, sir, I met him going out of the 
house. 

yos. Was ever anything so unfortunate I [Aside.} 
I hope my uncle has enjoyed good health and spirits. 

Rowl. Oh, very good, sir; he bid me inform you 
he 'II wait on you within this half hour. 

yos. Present him my kind love and duty, and assure 
him I 'm quite impatient to see him. [Bowin^^. 

Rffval. I shall, sir. {Exit Rowley. 

yos. Pray do, sir. \Bows.'\ This was the most 
ctused piece of ill luck. \Exit yosepk. 



Scene IL Sir Peter Teazle's House. 
Enter Mrs. Candour and Maid. 

Maid, Indeed, madam, my lady will see no one at 
present. 

Mrs. Cand. Did you tell her it was her friend, Mrs. 
Candour? 

Maid. I did, madam, and she begs to be excused. 

Mrs. Cand. Go again, for I am sure she must be 
greatly distressed. [Exit Maid.} How provoking to 
be kept waiting I— I am not mistress of half the cir- 
cumstances:— I shall have the whole affair in the 
newspapers, with the parties' names at full length, 
before I have dropped the story at a dozen houses. 

Enter Sir Benjamin Backbite. 

Mrs. Cand. Oh, Sir Benjamin, I am glad you are 
come ; have you heard of Lady Teazle's affair ? Well, 
I never was so surprised, and I am so distressed for the 
parties. 
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SirBenj. Nay, I cant say I pity Sir Peter, he was 
always so partial to Mr. Surface. 

Mrt. Cand, Mr. Surface t Why it was Charles. 

Sir BeHj\ Oh, no, madam, Mr. Sur&ce was the 
gallant 

Mrs. Cand, No, Charles was the lover; and Mr. 
Surface, to do him justice, was the cause of the 
discovery ; he brought Sir Peter, and 

Sir Benj. Oh, my dear madam, no such thing ; for 
I had it from one 

Mrs, Cand, Yes, and I had it from one, that had it 
from one that knew 

Sir Benj, And I had it from one 

Mrs. Cand. No such thing; but here comes my 
Lady Sneerwell, and perhaps she may have heard the 
particulars. 

Enter Lady Snbbrwbll. 

L, Sneer, Oh, dear Mrs. Candour, here's a sad 
affair about our friend Lady Teazle. 

Mrs, Cand. Why, to be sure, poor thing, 1 am 
much concerned for her. 

L. Sneer. I protest so am I — ^though I must confess 
she was always too lively for me. 

Mrs, Cand, But she had a great deal of good 
nature. 

Sir Benj. And had a very ready wit. 

Mrs, Cand, But do you know all the particulars? 
[ To Lady Sneerw^lL 

Sir Benj, Yet who could have suspected Mr. 
Surface I 

Mrs. Cand. Charles you mean. 

Sir Benj. No, Mr. Surface. 

Mrs. Cand. Oh, 'twas Charles. 

L. Sneer, Charles ! 
^ Mrs, Cand, Yes, Charles. 
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Sir Senj. 1 11 not pretend to dispute with you, Mrs. 
Candour ^ but be it as it may, I hope Sir Peter's wounds 
-'Wont prove mortal. 

Mrs. Cand. Sir Peter's wounds! what I did they 
'fight? I never heard a word of that. 

^SirBenj. No I 

Mrs. Cand. No I 

L. 'Sneer, Nor I, a syllable. Do, dear Sir Benjamin, 
tell OS. 

Sir Benj. Oh, my dear madam, then you dont 
know half the affair. Why— why— I '11 tell you :— Sir 
Peter, you must know, had a long time suspected Lady 
Teazle's visits to Mr. Surface. 

Mrs. Cand. To Charles you mean. 

Sir Benj, No, Mr. Surface ; — and upon going to his 
house, and finding Lady Teazle there — Sir, says Sir 
Peter, you are a very ungrateful fellow, 

Mrs. Cand. Aye, that was Charles. 

Sir Benj. Mr. Surface. And old as I am, says he, 
I demand immediate satisfaction. Upon this, they both 
drew their swords, and to it they fell. 

Mrs. Cand That must be Charles ; for it is very 
unlikely that Mr. Surface should fight him in his own 
house. 

Sir Benj. Sdeath, madam, not at all. Lady Teazle, 
upon seeing Sir Peter in such danger, ran out of the 
room in strong hysterics, and was followed by Charles, 
calling out for hartshorn and water. They fought, and 
Sir Peter received a wound in his right side by the 
thrust of a small sword. 

Enter Crabtree. 
CraB. Pistols! pistols! nephew. 
Mrs. Cand. Oh, Mr. Crabtree, I am glad you are 
come ; now we shall have the whole affair. 
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Sir Benj. No, no, it was a small sword, uncle. 

Crab, Zounds ! nephew, I say it was a pistol. 

Sir Benj. A thrust in second, through the small 
guts. . 

Crab. A bullet lodged in the thorax. 

Sir Benj. But give me leave, dear uncle, it was a 
small sword. 

Crab, I tell you it was a pistol. Wont you suflfer 
anybody to know anything but yourself? It was a 
pistol, and Charles 

Mrs. Cand. Aye, I knew it was Charles. 

Sir Benj. Mr. Surface, uncle. 

Crab. Why, zounds! I say it was Charles. Must 
nobody speak but yourself? I'll tell you how the 
whole affair was. 

Crab. Mr. Surface, you must know, ladies, came 
late from Salthill, where he had been the night before 
with a particular friend of his, who has a son at Eton. 
His pistols were left on the bureau, and unfortunately 
loaded ; and on Sir Peter's taxing Charle s 

Sir Benj. Mr. Surface you mean. 

Crab. Do, pray, nephew, hold your tongue, and let 
me speak sometimes. I say, ladies, upon his taking 
Charles to account, and taxing him with the basest in- 
gratitude 

Sir Benj. Aye, ladies, I told you Sir Peter taxed 
him with ingratitude. 

Crab. They agreed each to take a pistol. They 
fired at the same instant Charles's ball took place, 
and lodged in the thorax. Sir Peter's missed, and, 
what is very extraordinary, the ball graied against a 
little bronze Shakespeare that stood over the chimney, J 
flew off through the window at right angles and I 
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wounded the postman, who was just come to the door 
with a double letter from Northamptonshire. 

Sir BenJ. I heard nothing of all this. I must ov/n, 
ladies, my uncle's account is more circnmstantial, 
though I believe mine is the true one. 

L. Sneer, I am more interested in this afl&ir than 
they imagine, and must have better information. 

[A side t and exit. 

Sir Benj, Lady Sneerwell's alarm is very easily ac< 
counted for. 

Crtib. Why, yes; they do say — but that's neither 
here nor there. 

Mrx. Cand, But, pray, where is Sir Peter now? I 
hope his wound wont prove mortaL 

CriMb, He was carried home immediately, and has 
given positive orders to be denied to everybody. 

Sir Benj, And I believe Lady Teazle is attending 
him. 

Mrs. Cand. I believe so too. 

Crab. Certainly. I met one of the faculty as I 
came in. 

Sir Benj. Gad so ! and here he comes. 

Crab. Yes, yes, that 's the doctor. 

Mrs. Cand. That certainly must be the physician, 
riow we shall get information. 

Enter Sir Oliver Surfacb. 
Dear doctor, how is your patient? 

Sir Benj. I hope his wound is not mortal? 

Cra6. Is he in a fair way of recovery? 

Sir Benj. Pray, doctor, was he not wounded by a 
thrust of a sword through the small guts ? 

Crab. Was it not by a bullet that lodged in the 
thorax? 

Sir Benj. Nay, pray answer me. 
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Crab. Dear, dear doctor, speak. [All pulling^ him. 

Sir Oliv. Eh I Eh ! good people, are you all mad ? 
Why, what the devil is the matter? — a sword through 
the small guts, and a bullet lodged in the thorax? 
What would you all be at ? 

Sir BeHj\ Then perhaps, sir, you are not a doctor. 

Sir Oliv. If I am, sir, I am to thaak you for my 
degree. 

Crab. Only a particular friend, I suppose. 

Sir Oliv. Nothing more, sir. 

Sir Benj. Then I suppose, as you are a friend, you 
can be better able xo give us some aocouot of his 
wounds. 

Sir Oliv. Wounds! 

Mrs. Cand. What ! havn*t you heard he was wounded 
— the saddest accident ! 

Sir Beitj. A thrust with a sword through the small 
guts. 

Crab. A bullet in the thorax. 

Sir Oliv. Good people, speak one at a time, I be- 
seech you. You both agree that Sir Peter is dangerously 
wounded. 

^l^Benj. ) ^^' *^' ^® ^'^ ag«c in that. 

Sir Oliv. Then I will be bold to say Sir Peter is one 
of the most imprudent men in the world ; for here he 
comes, walking as if nothing had happened. 

Enter Sir Petbr. 
My good friend, you are certainly mad to walk about 
in this condition. You should go to bed, you that have 
had a sword through your small guts and a bullet 
lodged in your thorax. 

Sir Pet A sword through my small guts and • 
bullet lodged in my thorax ! 
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Sir Olru. Yes, these worthy people would have 
killed yon without law or physic, and wanted to dub me 
a doctor, in order to make me an accomplice. 
Sir Pet. What is all this ? 

Sir Benj, Sir Peter, we are very glad to find the 
story of the duel is not true. 

CraB. And exceedingly sorry for your other misfor- 
tunes. 
SirPAf. So, so— all over the town already. [Aside. 
Mrs. Cand. Though, as Sir Peter was so good a 
husband, I pity him sincerely. 
Sir Pet. Plague of your pity I 
Crab. As you continued so long a bachelor, you 
were certainly to blame to marry at all. 

Sir Pet. Sir, I desire you '11 consider this is my own 
house. 

Sir Benj. However, you must not be offended at the 
jests you '11 meet on this occasion. 

Crah. It is no uncommon case, that 's one thing. 
Sir Pet. I insist upon being master here ; in plain 
terms, I desire you '11 leave my house immediately. 

Mrs. Cand, Well, well, sir, we are going ; and, you 

may depend upon it, We shall make the best of the 

story. \Exit. 

Sir Benj. And tell how badly you have been treated. 

Sir Pet. Leave my house directly . [Exit Sir Ben/. 

Cmb. And how patiently you bear it. [Exit Crab. 

Sir Pet, Leave my house, I say. Fiends, furies, 

there is no bearing of it ! 

Enter Rowley. 

Sir Oliv. Well, Sir Peter, I have seen my nephews. 
Raofl. And Sir Oliver is convinced your judgment 
is right after all. 

Sir Oliv. Aye, Joseph' is the ma^.QQg[^, 
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R<mtl. Such sentiments ! 

Sir Oliv. And acts up to the sentiments he professes. 

Rowl. Oh, 'tis edification to hear him talk! 

Sir Oliv. He is a pattern to the young men of the 
age. But how comes it, Sir Peter, that you dont join 
in his praises ? 

Sir Pet. Sir Oliver, we live in a damned wicked 
world, and the fewer we praise the better. 

Sir Oliv. Right, right, my old friend. But were 
you always so moderate in your judgment? 

Rowl. Do you say so. Sir P^ter, you who were 
never mistaken in your life? 

Sir Pet. Oh, the plague of your jokes ! I suppose 
3'ou are acquainted with the whole affair. 

Rowl. I am indeed, sir. I mtt Lady Teazle return- 
ing from Mr. Surface's so humbled, that she deigned to 
beg even me to become her advocate. 

Sir Pet. What ! does Sir Oliver know it too? 

Sir Oliv. Aye, aye, every circumstance. 

Sir Pet^ What ! about the closet and the screen? 

Sir Oliv. Yes, and the little French milliner too. I 
never laughed more in my life. 

Sir Pet. And a very pleasant jest it was. 

Sir Oliv, This is your man of sentiment. Sir Peter. 

Sir Pet. Oh, damn his sentiments \ 

Sir Oliv. You must have made a pretty appearance 
when Charles dragged you out of the closet 

Sir Pet. Yes, yes, that was very divertinji:. 

Sir Oliv. And egad, Sir Peter, I should like to have 
seen your face when the screen was thrown down. 

Sir Pet. My face when the screen was thrown 
down I Oh, yes t There's no bearing this. \Asidt. 

Sir Oliv, Come, come, my old friend, dont be vexed ; 
for I cant help laughing for the soul of me. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Sir Pet, Oh, laugh on! I am not vexed — do, no; 
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it is the pleasantest thing in the world. To be the 
standing jest of all one's acquaintance, 'tis the happiest 
situation imaginable. 

Rowl. See, sir, yonder's my Lady Teazle coming this 
way, and in tears : let me beg of you to be reconciled. 

SirOliv, Well, 1 11 leave Rowley to mediate between 
you, and take my leave; but you must make haste 
after me to Mr. Surface's, where I go, if not to reclaim 
a libertine, at least to expose hypocrisy. [Exit, 

Sir Pet, I '11 be with you at the discovery ; I should 
like to see it, though it is a vile unlucky place for dis- 
coveries; Rowley [looking oui\ she 's not coming this 
way. 

Rowl, No, sir ; but she has left the room door open, 
and Mraits your coming. 

Sir Pet. Well, certainly mortification is very be- 
coming in a wife. Dont you think I had best let her 
pine a little longer? 

Rowl. Oh, sir, that 's being too severe ! 

Sir Pet. I dont think so. The letter I found from 
Charles was evidently intended for her. 

Rowl, Indeed, Sir Peter, you are much mistaken. 

Sir Pet. If I were convinced of that. See, Mr. 
Rowley, she looks this way. What a remarkable ele- 
gant turn of the head she has ! I have a good mind to 
go to her. 

Rowl. Do, dear sir. 

Sir Pet, But when it is known that we are recon- 
ciled, I shall be laughed at more than ever. 

Rawl. Let them laugh on, and retort their malice 
upon themselves by showing them you can be happy in 
spite of their slander. 

Sir Pet. Faith, and so I will, Mr. Rowley ; and my 
Lady Teazle and 1 may still be the happiest couple in 
the country. 
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J^ffV^l. Oh, fie, Sir Peter ! He that lays aside sus- 
picion— 

Sir Pet. My dear Rowley, if you have any regard 
tor me, never let me hear you utter anything like « 
senumeni again ; I have had enough of that to last the 
remamder of my life. . \fixeutU. 

Scene III. Joseph's Libraay, 
Enter Joseph and Lady Snsbrwblv. 

L. Sneer. Impossible! Will not Sir Peter be imme- 
diately reconciled to Charles, and no longer oppose his 
union to Maria? * «VPom:ius 

yos. Can passion mend it? 

Z-. Sneer No, nor cunning neither. I was a fool to 
league with such a blunderer. 

suS'ir ;^"?' "^ -^^y Sneerwell, I am the greatest 
Witness ' ^''' ^°" "^""^ ^ b«ir itwith 

reiii vZ^ ^*"^"'*' '!"* disappointment does not 
Had vori.^ r 1^^°" T^'^""' ^^^ °"'y concerned, 
libeirn ^^ ^^'* '^*'*' ^ **° *'°' tl^at unfortunate 

^k W ! ^°"'' ^•■°''^^^y°" ^°«W not be dissuadST^m 
taking every revenge in your power. 

? W'^' Ar^ ^°" '^^ ^T^ ^^' '*^* disappointment? 

deavour to seduce his wife. I ha^e ' ch IT '' '"'r 
crimes: 'tis an unfair monopoly Indn^L^ avance of 

y^*' You teJl me you have m.^ 

V you nave made another trial of 
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Snake; that he still proves steady to our interest; and 
that he is ready, if occasion requires, to swear to a 
contract having been passed between Charles and your 
ladyship. 

L. Snetr, And what then ? 

Jos, Why, the letters which have been so carefully 
circulated will corroborate his evidence and prove the 
truth of the assertion. But I expect my uncle every 
moment, and must beg; your ladyship to retire into the 
next room. 

L. Sneer, But if he should find me out ? 

Jos, I have no fear of that. Sir Peter wont tell for 
hb own sake, and I shall soon find out Sir Oliver's weak 
side. 

L, Sneer, Nay, I have no doubt of your abilities, 
only be constant to one villainy at a time. 

Jos. Well, I will, I will. \Exit Lady Sneerwell.] 
It is confounded hard though to be baited by ones 
confederates in wickedness. [Knocking,] Whom have 
we got here? My uncle Oliver, I suppose. Oh, old 
Stanley again! How came he here? He must not 

stay 

Enter Sir Oliver. 
I told you already, Mr. Stanley, that it was not in my 
power to relieve you. 

Sir OUv, But I hear, sir, that Sir Oliver is arrived, 
and perhaps he might. 

Jos, Well, sir, you cannot stay now, sir, but any 
other time, sir, you shall certainly be relieved. 

Sir Oiiv. Oh, Sir Oliver and I must be acquainted. 

yos. I must insist upon your going. Indeed, Mr. 
Stanley, you cant stay. 

Sir Oliv. Positively I must see Sir Oliver. 

Jos, Then positively you shant stay. 

[Pushing him out. 
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Enter Cmarlbs. 

Ckar. Heyday! what's the matter? Why, who 
the devil have we got here ! What I my little Premium ! 
Oh, brother, you must not hurt my Ihtle broker. But 
hark'ye, Josej^; what, have you been borrowing 
money too? 

Jos. Borrowing money ! No, brother. We expect 
my uncle Oliver here every minute, and Mr. Stanley 
insists upon seeing him. 

Char. Stanley! Why his name is Premium.. 

Jos. No, no 1 I tell you his name is Stanley. 

Char. But I tell you again his name is Premium. 

yos. It dont signify what his name is. 

Char. No more it dont, as you say, brother ; for I 
suppose he goes by half an hundred names, besides 
A.B. at the coffee-houses. But old Noll must not come 
and catch my little broker here neither. 

Jos. Mr. Stanley, I beg 

Char. And I beg, Mr. Premium 

Jos. You must go, indeed, Mr. Stanley, 

Char, Aye, you must go, Mr. Premium. 

{Both pushing^ Aim. 

Enter Sir Peter, Lady Teazle, Maria, and 
Rowley. 

Sir Pet. What, my old friend, Sir Oliver » what's 
the matter? In the name of wonder, weie there ever 
two such ungracious nephews, to assault their uncle at 
his first visit. 

L. Teaz. On my word, sir, it was well we came to 
your rescue. 

Jos. Charles ! 

C^iar. Joseph ! 

*^os. Now our ruin is complete. 
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Char. Very. 

Sir Pet. You find, Sir Oliver, your necessitous 
character of old Stanley could not protect you. 

Sir Oliv. No I nor Premium neither. The neces- 
sities of the f(»rmer could not extract a shilling from 
that benevolent gentleman there ; and with the other I 
stood a worse chance than my ancestors, and had like 
to have been knocked down without being bid for. Sir 
Peter, my friend, and Rowley, look upon that elder 
nephew of mine ; you both know what I have done for 
him, and how gladly I would have looked upon half 
my fortune as held only in trust for Him. Judge then 
of my surprise and disappointment^ at finding him 
destitute of truth, charity, and gratitude ! 

Sir Pet. Sir Oliver, I should be as much surprised 
as you if I did not know him to be artful, selfish, and 
hypocritical. 

L. Teaz, And if he pleads not guilty to all this, let 
him call on me to finish his character. 

Sir Pet. Then I believe we need not add more ; for 
if he knows himself, it will be a sufficient punishment 
for him that he is known by the world. 

Char. If they talk this way to Honesty, what will 
they say to me by and by? [Asui'e. 

yos. Sir Oliver, will you not honour me with a 
hearing? 

Char. Now if Joseph would make one of his long 
speeches, I should have time tp recollect myself. 

\Aside. 

Sir Pet. I suppose you would undertake to justify 
yourself entirely. 

yos, I trust I could, sir. 

Sir Oliv. Psha! {.Turns away from kitH."] And 
I suppose you could justify yourself too. [.To Charles. 

Char. Not that I know of, sir. 
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^■iV Oliv. What, my little Premium was let .too 
much into the secret. 

Char, Why yes, sir, but they were only family 
secrets, and should go no farther. 

RowL Come, come, Sir Oliver, I am sure you cannot 
look upon Charles's follies with anger. 

Sir Oliv. No, nor with gravity neither. Do yon 

know, Sir Peter, the young rogue has been selling me 

his ancestors ; I have bought judges and staff-officers 

by the foot, and maiden aunts as cheap as old china. 

[Durifti^tkis speech Charles laughs behind his hai. 

Char. Why, that I have made free with the family 
canvas is true; my ancestors may rise in judgment 
against me, there's no denying it ; but believe me when 
I tell you (and upon my soul I would not say it, if it 
were not so), if I dont appear mortified at the exposure 
of my follies, it is because I feel at this moment tbe 
warmest satisfaction at seeing you, my liberal bene- 
factor. [Embraces him. 

Sir Oliv. Charles, I forgive you ; give me your hand 
again; the little ill-looking fellow over the settee has 
made your peace for you. 

Char. Then, su-, my gratitude to the original is still 
increased. 

L. Teaz. Sir Oliver, here is another, with whom I 
dare say Charles is no less anxious to be reconciled. 

Sir Oliv. I have heard something of that attach- 
ment before, and with the lady's leave — if I construe 
right, that blush 

Sir Pet. Well, child, speak, for yourself. 

Mar. I have little more to say, than that I wish him 

happy ; and for any influence I might once have had 

over his affections, I most willingly resign them to one 

who has a better claim to them. 

^ Sir Pet. Ehl what's the matter now? While he 
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was a rake and a profligate, yon would hear of nobody 
else ; and now that he is likely to reform, you wont 
have him. What's the meaning of all this? 

Mar, His own heart, and Lady Sneerwell, can best 
inform you. 

Char. Lady Sneerwell 1 

yos. I am very sorry, brother, I am obliged to speak 
to this point; but justice demands it from me; and 
Lady Sneerwell's wrongs can no longer be concealed. 

Enter Lady Snebrwbll. 

Sir Pet, Another French milliner 1 I believe he has 
one in every room in the house. 

L, Sneer. Ungrateful Charles I well may you seem 
confounded and surprised at the indelicate situation to 
which your perfidy has reduced me. 

Char. Pray, uncle, is this another of your plots? 
for, as I live, this is the first time I ever heard of it. 

yas. There is but one witness, I believe, necessary 
for the business. 

Sir Pet. And that witness is Mr. Snake — you were 
perfectly in the right in bringing him with you. Let 
him appear. 

Rowl. Desire Mr. Snake to walk in. It is rather 
unlucky, madam, that he should be brought to confront, 
and not support your ladyship. 

Enter Snake. 

L.. Sneer. I am surprised! what! speak, villain! 
have you too conspired against me? 

Snake. I beg your ladyship ten thousand pardons ; 
I must own you paid me very liberally for the lying 
questions, but I have unfortunately been offered double 
for speaking the truth. ^ 
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Sir Pet, Plot and counter-plot. I give yourIady« 
ship much joy of your negociation. 

Z. Sneer. May the torment of despair and disaj^ 
pointment light upon you all ! {Going. 

L. Teaz. Hold, Lady Snecrwell; before you go, 
give me leave to return you thanks, for the trouble you 
and this gentleman took, in writing letters in my name 
to Charles, and answering them yourself; and, ai the 
same time, I must beg you will present my compliments 
to the scandalous college, of which you are president, 
and inform them, that Lady Teazle, licentiate, returns 
the diploma they; granted her, as she leaves off practice, 
and kills characters no longer. 

L. Siieer. You too, madam ! Provoking insolent ! 
may your husband live these fifty years ! [Exit. 

L. Teaz. O Lord ! what a malicious creature it is I 

Sir Pet. riot for her last wish, I hope. 

L. Teaz. Oh, no, no ! i 

Sir Pet. Well, sir, what have you to say for jrour- 
self? XTo Joseph, 

Jos. Sir, I am so confounded that Lady Sneerwell 
should impose upon us all by suborning Mr. Snake, 
that I know not what to say — but — lest her malice 
sliould prompt her to injure my brother — I had better 
follow her. \_ExiU 

Sir Pet. Moral to the last 

Sir Oliv. Marry her, Joseph, marry her if you can. 
Oil and vinegar — you '11 do very well together. 

Rawl. Mr. Snake, I believe we have no further 
occasion for you. 

^nttke. Before I go, I must beg pardon of these 
good ladies and gentlemen for whatever trouble I have 
been the humble instrument of causing. 

Sir Pet. You have made amends by your open con- 
im\ i ou. 
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Snake. But I must beg as a favour that it may 
never be spoken of. 

Sir Pet. What ! are you ashamed of having done 
one good action in your life ? 

Snake. Sir, I request you to consider that I live 
by the badness of my character; and if it were 
once known that I had been betrayed into an honest 
action, I should lose every friend I have in the world. 

[Ejcit. 

Sir Oliv, Never fear; we shant traduce you by 
saying anything in your praise. 

Sir Pet. There 's a precious rogue for you. 

L. Teaz. You see, Sir Oliver, it needed no great 
persuasion to reconcile your nephew and Maria. 

Sir Olrv. So much the better. I '11 have the wed- 
di«y to-morrow morning. 

Sir Pet, What ! before you ask the girl's con- 
sent! 

Char. I have done that a long time since— above a 
minute ago— and she looked 

Mar. Oh, fie, Charles I I protest, Sir Peter; there 
has not been a word said. 

Sir- Oliv. Well, well, the less the better [joining 
their hamis] — there — and may your h>ves never know 
abatement I 

Sir Pet. And may you live as happily together as 
Lady Teazle and I— intend to do. 

Char. I suspect, Rowley, I owe much to you. 

Sir Oliv. You do indeed. 

Rowl. Sir, if I had failed in my endeavours to 
serve you, you would have been indebted to me for the 
attempt; but deserve to be happy, and you overpay 
me. 

Sir Pet. Aye, honest Rowley always said you 
would reform. 
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Char. Look ye. Sir Peter, as to reformingr* I shall 
make no promises, and that I take to be the strongest 
proof that I intend setting about it. But here shall be 
my monitor, my gentle guide. Can I leave the virtuous 
path those eyes illumine ? 

Though thou, dear maid, shouldst waive thy beauty's 

sway. 
Thou still must rule, because I will obey; 
An humble fugitive from folly view. 
No sanctuary near but love and you ; 
You can indeed each anxious fear remove, 
But even scandal dies— if you approve. 

lExeunt Omnes, 
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EPILOGUE, 

WRITTEN BY MR. COLMAN. 

Spoken in the character of Lady Teazle. 



I WHO was late so volatile and gay, 
Like a trade-wind, must now blow all one way ; 
Bend all my cares, my studies and my vows, 
To one old rusty weather-cock— my spouse ; 
So wills our virtuous bard — the pye-bald Bayes 
Of crying epQogues and laughing plays. 

Old bachelors, who marry smart young wives. 
Learn from our play to regulate your lives ! 
Each bring his dear to town — all faults upon her— 
I^ndon will prove the very source of honour. 
Plunged fairly in, like a cold bath, it serves. 
When principles relax, to brace the nerves 
Such is my case — ^and yet I must deplore 
Tliat the gay dream of dissipation's o'er; 
And say, ye fair, was ever lively wife. 
Bom with a genius for the highest life, 
Like me, untimely blasted in her bloom ; 
Like me, condemned to such a dismal doom : 
Save money — when I just knew how to waste it ! 
Leave London— just as I began to taste it ! 
Must I then watch the early-crowing cock? 
Tlte melancholy ticking of a dock? 
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In the lone rustic hall for ever pounded, 

With dogs, cats, rats, and squalling brats surrounded. 

With humble curates can I nowr retire 

(While good Sir Peter boozes with the squireX 

And at backgammon mortify ray soul, 

That pants for Loo, or flutters at a Vole ; 

Seven's the main ! dear sound I that must expire, 

Roast at hot cockles round a Christmas fire ! 

The transient hour of fashion too soon spent, 

" Farewell the tranquil mind, farewell content. 

Farewell the plumed head — the cushioned tete. 

That takes the cushion from its proper seat ! 

The spirit-stirring drum !— card drums I mean— 

Spadille, odd trick, pam, basto, king and queen. 

And you, ye knockers, that with brazen throat* 

The welcome visitor's approach denote. 

Farewell ! All quality of high renown. 

Pride, pomp, and circumstance of glorious town, 

Farewell ! your revels I partake no more} 

And Lady Teazle's occupation 's o'er t" 

All this I told our bard : he smiled, and said 'twas clear 
I ought to play deep tragedy next year: 
Meanwhile he drew wise morals from his play. 
And in those solemn periods stalked away. 
" Blest were the fair, like you her faults who stopped, 
And closed her follies when the cturtain dropped ! 
No more in vice or error to engage, 
Or play the fool at large on life's great stage ! " 
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ACT I. 
ScBNE I. The Street. 
Enter LoPRZ, witk a dark lantern. 
Lop. Past three o'clock! sohl a notable hour for 
one of my regular disposition, to be strolling like a 
bravo through the streets of Seville ! well, of all ser- 
vices, to serve a young lover is the hardest ; not that I 
am an enemy to love, but my love and my master's differ 
strangely. Don Ferdinand is much too gallant to eat, 
drink, or sleep — now, my love gives me an appetite ; 
then I am fond of dreaming of my mistress, and I love 
dearly to toast her. This cannot be done without good 
sleep, and good liquor ; hence my partiality to a feather- 
bed, and a bottle. What a pity now that I have not 
further time for reflection ! but my master expects thee, 
bnnest Lopez, to secure his retreat from Donna Clara's 
window, as I guess. \Music withouiJ] Oh, sure I 
heard music I soh, soh, who have we here? Oh, Don 
Antonio, my master's friend, come from the masquerade, 
to serenade my young mistress. Donna Louisa, I sup- 
pose : soh ! we shall have the old gentleman up presently 
—lest he should miss his soi^ I had best lose no time in 
getting to my posu ogedy Google t^-«^^ 
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Enter Antonio, with Masks ttnd Music, 

Song: Antonio. 
Tell me, my lute, can thy soft strain 
So gently speak thy master's pain ? 
So softly sing, so humbly sigh, 
That, though my sleeping love shall know 
Who sings— who sighs below. 
Her rosy slumbers shall not fly? 
Thus, may some vision whbper more 
Than ever I dare speak before. 

First Mask, Antonio, yoiir mistress will never wake 
while you sing so dolefully ; love, like a cradled infant, 
is lulled by a sad melody. 

Ant, I do not wish to disturb her rest. 

Fii-st Mask, The reason is, . because you know she 
does not r^ard you enough to appear, if you awaked 
her. 

Ant. Nay, then, I '11 convince you. [Sings. 

The breath of mom bids hence the night. 
Unveil those beauteous eyes, my fair; 
For till the dawn of love is there, 

I feel no day, I own no light. 

Louisa. Replies from a window. 
Waking, I heard thy numbers chide. 

Waking the dawn did bless my sight, 
'TIS Phoebus sure, that woos, I cried. 

Who speaks in song, who moves in light. 

Don Jerome. From a window. 
What vagabonds are these I hear, 
Fiddling, fluting, rhyming, ranting, 
Piping, scraping, whining, canting? 
Fly, scurvy minstrels, fly 1 . . 
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■LoH. Nay, pr'ythec, father, why so rough? 

Ant. An humble lover I. 

■ Jer. How durst you, daughter, lend an car 

To such deceitful stuff? 

Quick, from the window fly! 
Lou, Adieu, Antonio! 

Ant. Must you go? 

Lou. \ We soon, perhaps, may meet again ; 
Ant. ) For though hard fortune is our foe, 

ITie god of love will fight for us. 
yer. Reach me the blunderbuss. 

Ant.&'L. The god of love, who knows our pain — 
yer. Hence, or these slugs are through your brain. 

[Exeunt severally. 

Scene II. A Piazza, 
Enter Ferdinand and Lopez. 

Lop. Truly, sir, I think that a little sleep, once in a 
week or so 

Ferd. Peace, fool I dont mention sleep to me. 

Lop. No, no, sir, I dont mention your low-bred, 
vulgar sound sleep; but I cant help thinking that a 
gentle slumber, or half an hour's dozing, if it were only 
for the novelty of the thing 

Perd. Peace, booby, I say! O Clara, dear, cruel 
disturber of my rest. 

Lop. And of mine too. \ Aside. 

Ferd. Sdeath ! to trifle with me at such a juncture 
as this — now to stand on punctilios— love me! I dont 
believe she ever did. 

Lop. Nor I either. [Aside. 

Ferd. Or is it that her sex never know their desires 
for an hour together? 

L<^, They know them oftener than they '11 own them. 
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me, and then I discovered that she hadn't a good 
feature in her face. iSz/ins. 

I ne'er could any lustre see 

In eyes that could not look on me ; 

I ne'er saw nectar on a lip, 

But where my own did hope to sip. 

Has the maid who seeks my heart, 

Cheeks of rose, untouched by art? 

I will own the colour true, 

When yielding blushes aid their hue. 

Is her hand so soft and pure? 

I must press it, to be sure ! 

Nor can I be certain then, 

Till it, grateful, press again ; 

Must I, with attentive eye, 

Watch her heaving bosom sigh? 

I will do so, when I see 

That heaving bosom sigh for me. 

Besides, Ferdinand, you have full security in my love 
for your sister ; help me there, and I can never disturb 
you with Clara. 

Ferd. As far as I can, consistently with the honour 
of our family, you know I will ; but there must be no 
eloping. 

Ant. And yet, now, 3rou would carry off Gara? 

Ferd. Ay, that 's a different case — we never mean 
that others should act to our sisters and wives, as we 
do to others. But, to-morrow, Clara is to be forced into 
a convent. 

Ant. Well, and am not I as unfortunately circum- 
stanced ? To-morrow your father forces Louisa to marry 
Isaac, the Portuguese— but come wjth me, and we It 
devise something, I warrant. 

Ftrd. I must go home. 
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Anf. Well, adieu! 

Ferd, But, Antonio, if you did not love my sister, 
yon have too much honour and friendship to supplant 
me with Clara? 

Air. Antonio. 

Friendship is the bond of reason ; 

But if beauty disapprove. 
Heaven dissolves all other treason 

In the heart that 's true to love. 

The faith which to my friend I swore, 

As a civil oath I view ; 
But, to the charms which I adore, 

'Tis religion to be true. 

Then if to one I false must be, 

Can I doubt which to prefer — 
A breach of social faith with thee, 

Or sacrilege to love and her? [Ext/. 

Ferd, There is always a levity in Antonio's manner 
of replying to me on this subject that is very alarming. 
Sdeath ! if Clara should love him after all 1 \,Sings, 
Though cause for suspicion appears. 

Yet proofs of her love, too, are strong ; 
I 'm a wretch if I 'm right in my fears. 
And unworthy of bliss if I 'm Mrrong. 
What heart-breaking torments from jealousy flow. 
Ah I none but the jealous — the jealous can know ! 

When blest with the smiles of my fair, 

I know not how much I adore ; 
Those smiles let another but share. 
And I wonder I prized them no more ! 
Then whence can I hope a relief from my woe. 
When the falser she seems, still the fonder I grow I 

\ExiU^ 
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Lou, But stands like a dead wall between chnrdi 
and synagogue, or like the blank leaves between the 
Old and New Testament. 

yer. Anything more? 

Ferd, The most remarkable part of his character is, 
his passion for deceit and tricks of cunning. 

Lou. Though, at the same time, the fool pre- 
dominates so much over the knave, that I am told he 
is generally the dupe of his own art. 

Ferd, True, like an unskilful gunner, he usually 
misses his aim, and is hurt by the recoil of his own piece. 

Jer. Anything more? 

Lou. To sum up all, he has the worst fault a 
husband can have — he 's not my choice. 

yer. But you are his; and choice on one side is 
sufficient — two lovers should never meet in marriage — 
be you sour as you please, he is sweet-tempered, and for 
your good fruit, there 's nothing like ingrafting on a crab. 

Lou. I detest him as a lover, and shall ten times 
more as a husbsuid. 

yer. I dent know that— marriage generally makes 
a great change — but to cut the matter short, will you 
have him or not ? 

Lou. There is nothing else I could disobey you in. 

yer. Do you value your father's peace? 

Lou, So much, that I will not fasten on him the 
regret of making an only daughter wretched. 

yer. Very well, ma'am, then mark me— never more 
will I see or converse with 5'ou till you return to your 
duty — no reply— this and your chamber shall be your 
apartments. I never will stir out, without leaving yoa 
under lock and key, and when I 'm at home, no creature 
can approach you but through my library — we'll try 
who can be most obstinate— out of my sight — there 
^remain till you know your duty. [PusAes htr out. 
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Ferd. Surely, sir,: my sister's inclinations should be 
consulted in a matter of this kind, and some regard 
paid to Don Antonio, being my particular friend. 

yer. That, doubtless, is a very great recommendation 
— I certainly have not paid sufficient respect to it. 

Ferd. There is not- a man living I would sooner 
choose for a brother-in-law. 

yer. Very possible ; and if you happen to have e'er 
a sister, who is not at the same time a daughter of mine, 
I 'm-sure I shall have no objection to the relationship — 
but at present, if yqu please, we '11 drop the subject. 

Ferd. Nay, sir, 'tis only my regard for my sister 
makes me speak. 

yer. Then pray, sir, in future, let your regard for 
your father make you held your tongue. 

Ferd. I have done, sir — I shall only add a wish, 
that you would reflect what at our age you would have 
felt, had you been crossed in yotur affection for the 
mother of her }'ou are so severe to. 

yer. Why, I must confess I had a great affection 
for your mother's ducats, but that was all, boy— I 
married her for her fortune, and she took me in 
obedience to her father, and a very happy couple we 
were — we never expected any love from one another, 
and so we were never disappointed. If we grumbled a 
liule now and then, it was soon over, for we were never 
fond enough to quarrel, and when the good woman died, 
why, why — I had as lieve she had lived, and I wish 
every widower in Seville could say the same. I shall 
now go and get the key of this dressing-room. So, 
good son, if you have any lecture in support of dis- 
obedience to give your sister, it must be brief; so make 
the best of your time, d'ye hear. \Exit. 

Ferd. i fear, indeed, my friend Antonio has little 
.to hope for — ^boweveri^ Louisa, has firmA^, and my 
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whine till your heart breaks, but I '11 not hear one wor4 
of excuse— soh ! you are right to be dumb— this way, 
this way, [Exeunt, 

Enter Duenna. 
Diten. So speed you well, sagacious Don Jerome ! 
Oh, rare effeas of passion and obstinacy— now shall I 
try whether I cant play the fine lady as well as my 
mistress, and if I succeed I may be a fine lady for the 
rest of my life— I '11 lose no time to equip myself. [Exit. 

Scene IV. Tke Court before Don Jerome's house. 
Enter Don Jerome and Louisa. 
yer. Come, mistress, there is your way — the world 
lies before you, so troop, thou antiquated Eve, thou 
original sin — hoM, yonder is some fellow skulking, 
perhaps it is Antonio — go to him, d 'ye hear,- and tell 
him to make you amends, and as he has got you turned 
away, tell him I say it is but just he should take you 
himself; go. [Exit Louisa.] Soh I I am rid of her, 
thank heaven I and now I shall be able to keep my oath, 
and confine my daughter with better security. [Exit. 

Scene V. The Piazza. 
Enter Clara and her Maid. 
Afatd. But where, madam, is it you intend to go? . 
Clara. Anywhere to avoid the selfish violence of my 
mother-in-law, and Ferdinand's insolent importunity. ' 

Maid. Indeed, ma'am, since we have profited by 
Don Ferdinand's key in making our escape, I think we 
had best find him, if it were only to thank him. 
Clara. No, he offended me exceedingly. {Xetirt- 

Enter "LoviSA. 
.Lou. So I have succeeded in being turned out ci 
doors, but how shall I find Antonio? I dare not 
enquire for him, for fear of being discovered ; I would 
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send to my friend C3aia, bat diat I doubt her prodery 
would condemn me. 

Maid. Then suppose, ma'am, yon were to try if 
your friend Donna Louisa would not receive you. 

Clara. No, her noticns oi filial duty are so severe, 
she would certainly betray me. 

Lou, Clara is <^ a cold temper, and would think 
this step of mine highly forward. 

Clara. Louisa's respect for her father is so great, 
she would not credit the unkindness of mine. 

\Limisa turnSy and sees Clara and Maid. 

Leu. Ilal who are those? sure one is Clara— if it 
be, I '11 trust her— Clara I [Advances. 

Clara, Louisa I and in masquerade too ! 

Lffu. You will be more surprised when I tell you, 
that I have run away from my father. 

Clara* Surprised indeed! and I should certainly 
chide you most horridly, only that I have just run 
away from mine. 

L(m. My dear Clara I [Embrace. 

Clara, Dear sister truant ! and whither are you going ? 

Lou, To find the man I love to be sure. And, I 
presume, you would have no aversion to meet with my 
b/other? 

Clara. Indeed I should— he has behaved so ill to 
me, I dont believe I shall ever forgive him. [Siftgs, 

When sable night, each drooping plant restoring, 
Wept o'er the flowers her breath did cheer, 

As some sad widow o'er her babe deploring. 
Wakes its beauty with a tear ; 

When all did sleep, whose weary hearts did borrow 
One hour from love and care to rest, 

Lo! as I pressed my couch, in silent sorrow, 



My lover caught me to his breast; 
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He vowed he came to save me 

From those who would enslave me I 
Then kneeling, 
KLsses stealmg, 
Endless faith he swore : 

But soon I chid him thence. 

For had his fond pretence 

Obtained one favour then, 

And he had pressed again, 
I feared my treacherous heart might grant him mort. 

Lou. Well, for all this, I would have sent him to 
plead lib pardonv but that I would not yet awhile have 
him know of my flight. And where do you hope lo 
And protection ? 

Clara, The lady abbess of the convent of St. 
Catherine is a near relation and kind friend of mine. 
I shall be secure vdth her, and you had best go thither 
with me. 

Lou. No; I am determined to find Antonio first; 
and, as I live, here comes the very man I will employ 
to seek him for me. 

Clara. Who is he ? he 's a strange figure I 

L&u. Yes ; that sweet creature is the man whom my 
father has fixed on for my husband. 

Clara^ And will you speak to him? are you mad? 

Lou. He is the fittest man in the world for my 
purpose, for, though I was to have married him 
to-morrow, he is the only man in Seville, who, I aun 
sure, never saw me in his life. 

Clara. And how do you know him? 

Lou. He arrived but yesterday, and he was shown 
to me from the window, as he visited my father. 

Clara. Well. I'll begone. 
M. Lou. Hold, my dear Clara~a thought has struck 
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me— will y6u give me leave to borrow your name, at I 



Ciam. It will bat dugiace you, but use it as you 
p'ease. I dare not stay [Gmng\\ but, Louisa, if you 
should see your brother, be sure you dont inform him 
that I have taken refuge with the dame prior of the 
convent of St. Catherine, on the left hand side of the 
piazza which leads to the church of St. Anthony. 

Lou. Ha, ha, ha! I'll be very particular in my 
direction where he may not find you. [Exeunt Clara 
and MaidJ] So, my swain, yonder, has done admiring 
himself and draws nearer. iRetires, 

Enter Isaac and Carlos ; Isaac with a pocket glass. 

Isaac. [Looking in the glass."] I tell you, friend 
Carlos ; I will please myself in the habit of my chin. 

Car. But, my dear friend, how can you think to 
please a lady with such a face? 

Isaac. Why, what's the matter with the face? I 
think it is a very engaging face ; and, I am sure, a lady 
must have very little taste, who could dislike my beard. 
[Sees Louisa.] See now I I 'II die if here is not a little 
damsel strack with it already. 

Lou. Signer, are you disposed to oblige a lady, who 
greatly wants your assistance. [Unveils. 

Isaac. Egad, a very pretty black-eyed girl I she has 
certainly taken a fancy to me, Carlos — first,- ma'am, I 
must beg the favour of yotur name. 

Lou. So! it's well I am provided. [Aside.] My 
name, sir, is Donna Clara D'Almanza. 

Isatc. What ! Don Guzman's daughter? iTaith, I 
just now heard she was missing. 

Lou. But sure, sir, you have too much gallantry 
and honour to betray me, whose fault is love? 

Isaac, So, a passion for me, poor girl ! why, ma'am. 
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as for betraying you, I dont see how I could get any 
thing by it ; so you may rely on my honoar ; but as for 
your love, I am sorry your case is so desperate. 

Lou. Why so, signcnr? 

Isaac. Because I am positively engaged to another, 
ain't I, Carlos? 

Lou. Nay, but hear me. 

Iseuxc. No, no; what should I hear forf It is im< 
possible for me to court you in an honourable way ; and, 
for any thing else, if I were to comply now, I suppose 
you have some ungrateful brother, or cousin, who would 
want to cut my throat for my civility — so, truly, you 
had best go home again. 

Lou. Odious wretch I {Aside.] But, good signior, 
it is Antonio D'Erdlla, on whose account I have eloped. 

Isaac. How ! what I it is not with me then, that 3rou 
are in love? 

Lou. No, indeed, it is not. 

Isaac. Then you are a forward, impertinent simple- 
ton I and I shall certainly acquaint your fother. 

Lou. Is this your gallantry? 

Isaac. Yet hold — Antonio D'Ercilla, did yoa say? 
egad, I may make something of this— Antonio D'Ercilla? 

Lou. Yes ; and, if ever you hope to prosper in love, 
you will bring me to him. 

Isaac. By St. lago and I will too— Carlos, this 
Antonio is one who rivals me (as I have heard) with 
Louisa — ^now, if I could hamper him with this girl, I 
should have the field to myself; eh, Carlos! A lucley 
ihought, isn't it? 

Car. Yes, very good-r-very good 

Isaac. Ahl this little brain is never at a loss— 
cunning Isaac 1 cunning rogue ! Donna Clara, will you 
trust yourself a while to my friend's direction? 
^ Lou, May I rely on you, good signor? 
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Car, Lady, it is impossible I should deceive you. 
Had I a heart for falsehood framed, 

I ne'er could injure you ; 
For though your tongue no promise claimed, 

Your charms would make me true. 

To you no soul shall bear deceit. 

No stranger offer wrong, 
But friends in all the aged you'll meet ; 

And lovers in the young. 
But when they learn that you have blest 

Another with your heart. 
They'll bid aspiring passions rest, 

And act a brother's part. 
Then, lady, dread not here deceit, 

Nor fear to suffer wrong ; 
For friends in all the aged you'll meet. 

And brothers in the young. 

Isaac, You 11 conduct the lady to my lodgines, 
Carlos ; I must haste to Don Jerome— perhaps you know 
Louisa, ma'am. She is divinely handsome— isn't she? 

Lou. You must excuse me for not joining with you. 

Isaac, Why, I have heard it on all hands. 

Lou, Her &ther is uncommonly partial to her; but 
I believe you will find she has rather a matronly air. 

Isaac, Carlos, this is all envy — you pretty girls 
never speak well of one another — hark'ye, find out 
Antonio, and I '11 saddle him with this scrape, I warrant I 
Oh, 'twas the luckiest thought! Donna Clara, your 
very obedient— Carlos, to your post. 

Isaac. My mistress expects me, and I must go to her, 
Or how can I hope for a smile? 

Lou, Soon may you return a prosperous wooer, 
But think what I suffered the while ; 
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Alone, and away from the man whom I Iove« 
In strangers I 'm forced to confide. 
Isaac. Dear lady, my friend you may trust, and he '11 
prove 
Your servant, protector, and guide. 

Car. Gentle maid, ah ! why suspect me? 
Let me serve thee — then reject me. 
Canst thou trust, and I deceive thee? 
Art thou sad, and shall I grieve thee i 
Gentle maid, ah I why suspect roe? 
Let me serve thee— then reject me. 

Lou. Never mayst thou happy be. 
If in aught thou'rt false to me. 

IsiUtc. Never may he happy be. 

If in aught he 's false to thee. 

Car. Never may I happy be, 

If in aught I 'm false to thee. 

Lou. Never mayst thou, &c. 

Isaac. Never may he, fiic. 

Car. Never may I, &c. {Exeunt. 

ACT II. 
Scene I. A Library in Don Jerome's House, 

Enter Don Jerome and Isaac. 
yer. Ha, ha, ha ! run away from her father 1 has nhe 
given him the slip I Ha, ha, ha ! poor Don Guzman ! 
Isaac. Ay; and I am to conduct her to Antonio; 
by which means you see I shall hamper him so that he 
can give me no disturbance with your daughter— this 
is trap, isn't it? a nice stroke of cunning, eh ! 
y#y. Excellent 1 excellent! yes, yes, carry her to 
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him, hamper him by all means, ha, ha, ha! poor Don 
Guzman I an old fool ! imposed on by a girl ! 

Isaac, Nay, they have the cunning of serpents, 
that 's the truth on 't. 

yer, Psha ! they are cunning only when they have 
fools to deal with— why dont my giri play me such a 
trick — let her cunning overreach my caution, I say — 
eh, little Isaac? 

Isaac. True, true; or let me see any of the sex 
make a fool of me. No, no, egad, little Solomon (as 
my aunt used to call me) understands tricking a little 
too well. 

Jer. Ay, but such a driveller as Don Guzman. 

Isaac. And such a dupe as Antonio. 

yer. True; sure never were seen such a couple of 
credulous simpletons; but come, 'tis time you should 
see my daughter— you must carry on the siege by 
yourself, friend Isaac. 

Isaac. Sir, you '11 introduce 

yer. Go 1 I have sworn a solemn oath not to see or 
speak to her till she renounces her disobedience ; win her 
to that, and she gains a father and a husband at once. 

Isaac. Gad, I shall never be able to deal with her 
alone ; nothing keeps me in such awe as perfect beauty 
— now there is something consoling and encouraging in 
uglinen. \Sings. 

Give Isaac the nymph who no beauty can boast. 
But health and good humour to make her his toast 
If straight, I dont mind whether slender or fat. 
And six feet or four— we'll ne'er quarrel for that. 

Whate'er her complexion. I vow I dont care ; 
If brown it is lasting, more pleasing if fair ; 
And though in her face I no dimples should i^ee, 
Let her smile, and each dell is a dimple to me. 
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Let her locks be the reddest that ever were seen. 
And her eyes nuty be e'en any colour but green. 
Be they light, grey, or black, their lustre and hue, 
I swear I 've do choice, only let her have two. 

*Tis true I 'd dispense with a throne on her back. 
And white teeth, I own, are genteeler than black ; 
A little round chin too 's a beauty, I 've heard, 
But I only desire that she mayn't have a beard. 

yer. You will change your note, my firiend, when 
you've seen Louisa. 

Isaac. Oh, Don Jerome, the honour of your 
alliance — 

yer. Ay, but her beauty will affect you — she is, 
though I say it, who am her father, a very ^pacod\gy^ 
there you ^1 see features with an eye like mine — yes 
i' faith, there is a kind of wicked sparkling— something 
of a roguish brightness, that shows her to be my own. 

Isaac. Pretty rogue 1 

yer. Then, when she smiles, you'll see a Httle 
dimple in one cheek only ; a beauty it is certainly, yet 
you shall not say which is prettiest, the cheek with the 
dimple, or the cheek without. 

Isaac. Pretty rogue I 

yer. Then the roses on those cheeks are shaded with 
a sort of velvet down, that gives a delicacy to the gk>w 
of health. 

Isaac. Pretty rogue ! 

yer. Her skin pure dimity, yet more fiiir, being 
spangled here and there with a golden freckle. 

Isaac. Charming pretty rogue I pray how is the 
tone of her voice? 

yer. Remarkably pleasing, but if you could pre^'ail 
on her to sing, you would be enchanted, she is a 
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nightingale— a '^^inia nightingale— but come, come ; 
her maid shall condacc 3rou to her antechamber. 

Isaac, Well, egad, 111 pluck up resolution, and 
meet her frowns intrepidly. 

Jer, Ay ! woo her briskly— win her, and give me a 
proof of 3roar address, my little Solomon. 

Itaac, But hold, I expect my friend Carlos to call 
on me here. If he comes, will you send him to me ? 

Jer. I will— Lauretta, come— she 11 show you to the 
room — ^what ! do you droop? here 's a mournful face to 
make love with ! [Exeunt. 

ScBNB II. Louisa's Dressing Room, 

Enter Maid a$td Isaac. 

Meud» Sir, my mistress will wait on you presently. 

Isaac. When she's at leisure— dont hurry her. 

\Exit Maid.1 I wish I had ever practised a love 

scene — I doubt I shall make a poor figure— I couldn't 

be more afraid if I was going before the Inquisition— 

so! the door opens— yes, she's coming— the very 

rustling of her silk has a disdainful sound. 

Enter l>VKHiXKt dressed as Louisa. 
Now daren't I look round for the soul of me ; her beauty 
will certainly strike me dumb, if I do. I wish she'd 
speak first. 

Dnen, Sir, I attend joiox pleasure. 

Isaac, So the ice is broke, and a pretty civil begin* 
ning too I hem ; madam — miss— I 'm all attention. 

Duen, Nay, sir, 't is I who should listen, and you 
propose. 

Isaac, Egad, this isn't so disdsunful neither. I 
believe I may venture to look— no— I daren't— one 
glance of those roguish sparklers would fix me again. 
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When a tender maid. 
Is first essayed, 
By some admiring swain. 
How her blushes rise. 
If she meets his eyes, 
While he unfolds his pain ! 
If he takes her hand, she trembles quit^ 
Touch her lips, and she swoons outright. 

While a pit a pat, &c 
Her heart avows her fright 

But in time appear 
Fewer signs of fear, 
The youth she boldly views : 
If her hand he grasps. 
Or her bosom clasps, 
No mantling blush ensues. 
Then to church well pleased the lovers move. 
While her smiles her contentment prove. 

And a pit a pat, &c. 
Her heart avows her love. 

Isaac. Charming, ma'am I Enchanting! and truly 
your notes put me in mind of one that 's very dear to 
me : a lady, indeed, whom you greatly resemble. 

Duen, How! is there, then, another so dear to 3roa! 

Isaac, Oh no, ma'am, you mistake; it was ny 
mother I meant. 

Duen. Come, sir, I see jrou are amaxed and coo", 
founded at my condescension, and know not what t4i 
say. 

Isaac. It is very true, indeed, ma'am : but it is a 
judgment, I look on it as a judgment on me, fo^ 
delaying to tuge the time when you'll permit me to 
complete my happiness, l^ acquainting Don Jerome 
with your condescension. 
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Duett. Sir, I must firankly own to you, that I can 
never be yours with my father's consent. 

Isaac. Good lack ! how so? 

Duen, When my father, in bis passion, swore he 
would never see me again till I acquiesced in his will, 
I also made a vow, that I would never take a husband 
from his hand ; nothing shall make me break that oath : 
but, if you have spirit and contrivance enough to carry 
me off without his knowledge, I 'm yours. 

Isaac, Hum I 

Dtun, Nay, sir, if you hesitate 

Isaac. {Aside.l I'faith, no bad whim this — ^ifltakeher 
at her word, I shall secure her fortune, and avoid making 
any settlement in return ; thus I shall not only cheat the 
lover, but the father too— O cunning rogue, Isaac! ay, ay, 
let this little brain alone— egad, I '11 take her in the mind. 

D-uen, Well, sir, what's your determination? 

Isaac. Madam, I was dumb only from rapture — I 
applaud your spirit, and joyfully close with your 
proposal; for which, thus let me, on this lily hand, 
express my gratitude. 

Dnen. Well, sir, you must get my father's consent 
to walk with me in the garden. But, by no means 
inform him of my kindness to you. 

Isaac, No, to be sure, that would spoil all. But trust 
me, when tricking is the word— let me alone for a piece 
of cunning : this very day you shall be out of his power. 

D-uen. Well, I leave the management of it all to 
you; I perceive plain, sir, that you are not one that 
can be easily outwitted. 

Isaac. Egad, you're right, ma'am— you're right, 
i'faith. 

Enter Maid. 

Maid. Here's a gentleman at the door, who begs 
permission 10 speak with Signor Isaac. 
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yer. Yes ; and those Dutch and English traders, as 
you call them, are the wiser people. Why, booby, 
in England they were formerly as nice, as to birth and 
tamily, as we are ; but they have long discovered what 
a wonderful purifier gold is; and now, no one there 
regards pedigree in any thing but a horse. Oh, here 
comes Isaac I I hope he has prospered in his suit. 

Ferd. Doubtless, that agreeable figure of his must 
have helped his suit surprisingly. 

Jer. How now? ^Ferdinand walka aside. 

Enter Isaac. 

Well, my friend, have you softened her? 

Isaac Oh, yes ; I have softened her. 

Jer, What 1 does' she come to? 

Isaac. Why, truly, she was kinder than I expected 
to find her. 

Jer. And the dear little angel was dvil, eh? 

Isaac. Yes, the pretty little angel was very civiL 

Jer. I 'm transported to hear it— well, and jrou were 
astonished at her beauty, eh? 

Isaac. I was astonished, indeedl pray, how old is ntiss ? 

Jer, How old? let me see— eight and twelve — she 
is twenty, 

Isaac. Twenty 1 

Jer. Ay, to a month. 

Isaac. Then, upon my soul, she is the oldest-lookiog 
girl of her age in Christendom! 

Jer. Do you think so? but, I believe, you will not 
see a prettier girl. 

Isaac. Here and there one. 

yer. Louisa has the family face. 

Isaac. Yes, egad, I should have taken it for a family 

face, and one that has been in the iamily some time 

_too. lAside. 
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yer. She has her father's eyes. 

liaac. Truly, I should have guessed them to have 
been so. If she had her mother's spectacles, I believe 
she would not see the worse. lAside, 

Jer. Her aunt Ursula's nose, and her graadmother's 
forehead, to a hair. 

Isctac, Ay, faith, and her grandfather's dun, to a 
hair. [Aside. 

Jer. Well, if she was but as dutiful as she's hand- 
some — ^and harkye, friend Isaac, she is none oi your 
made-up beauties— her chaoms are of the lasting kind. 

Isaac, r faith, so they should — for if she be but 
twenty now, she may4ouble her age before her years 
will overtake her face. 

Jer. Why, zounds. Master Isaac! you are not 
sneering, are you? 

Isaac. Why now, «ewously, Don Jerome, do you 
think your daughter handsome? 

Jer. By this light, she's as handsome a girl as 
any in Seville. 

Isaac. Then, by these eyes, I think her as plain a 
woman as ever I beheld ! 

Jer. By St. lago, you must be blind I 

Isaac. No, no ; 'tis you are partial. 

Jer, How ! have I neither sense nor taste? If a 
£air skin, fine eyes, teeth of ivory, with a lovely bloom, 
aad a delicate shape— if these, with a heavenly voice, 
and a world of grace, are not charms, I know not what 
you call beautiful. 

Isaac. Good lack, vrith what eyes a fieither sees! 
As I have life, she is the very reverse of all this ; as for 
the dimity skin you told me of, I swear, 'tis a thorough 
nankeen as ever I saw! for her eyes, their utmost merit 
is not squinting— for her teeth, where there is one of 
ivory, its neighbour is pure ebony, black and white 
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But if more deep the quarrel, 
Why, sooner drain the barrel, 
Than be the hateful fellow 
That's crabbed when he's mellow. 

A bumper, &c iExeunt. 



ScBNB IV. Isaac's iodgings. 

Enter Louisa. 

Lou. Was ever truant daughter so whimsically 
circumstanced as I am? I have sent my intended 
husband to look after my lover — the man of my father's 
choice is gone to bring me the man of my own — but 
how dispiriting is this interval of expectation. 

Enter Carlos. 

So, friend, is Antonio found? 

Car. I could not meet with him, lady ; but I doabc 
not my friend Isaac will be here with him presently. 

Lou. Oh, shame! you have used no diligence. Is 
this your courtesy to a lady, who has trusted herself to 
your protection? 

Car. Indeed, madam, I have not been remiss. 

Lou. Well, well ; but if either of you had known 
how each moment of delay weighs upon the heart of 
her who loves, and waits the object of her love, oh, ye 
would not then have trifled thus ! 

Car. Alas, I know it well ! 

Lou, Were you ever in love then ? 

Car, I was, lady ; but while I have life, will never 
be again. 

Lou. Was your mbtress so cruel? 

Car. If she had always been so, I should have been 
■I 1 hsnpier. iSings, 
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Oh, had my love ne'er smiled on me, 

I ne'er had known such anguish ; 
But think how false, how cruel she. 

To bid me cease to languish ; 
To bid me hope her hand to gain, 

Breathe on a flame half perished ; 
And then with cold and fixed disdain. 

To kill the hope she cherished. 

Not worse his fate, who on a wreck, 

That drove as winds did blow it ; 
Silent had left the shattered deck. 

To find a grave below it. 
Then land was cried — ^no more resigned, 

He glowed with joy to hear it ; 
Not worse his fate, his woe to find. 

The wreck must sink ere near it. 

Lou. As I live, here is your friend coming with 
Antonio. I '11 retire a moment to surprise him. [Exit. 

Enter Isaac and Antonio. 

Ani, Indeed, my good friend, you must be mis- 
taken. Clara D'Almanza in love with me, and employ 
you to bring me to meet her ! It is impossible 1 

Iftutc. That you shall see in an instant. Carlos, 
where is the lady? \Carlos points to the do0r.'\ In the 
next room, is she? 

Ant. ffsLYt if that lady is really here, she certainly 
wants me to conduct her to a dear friend of mme, who 
has long been her lover. 

Isaac. Psha! I tell you 'tis no such thing — you 
are the man she wants, and nobody but you. Here 's 
ado to persuade you to take a pretty girl that's dying 
for you! 

Ant. But I have no afiection for this lady. 
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Iscutc, And you have for Louisa, eh? but take my 
word for it, Antonio, you have no chance there — so you 
may as well secure the good that offers itself to you. 

Ant. And could you reconcile it to your conscience, 
to supplant your friend ? 

Isaac, fish ! Conscience has no more to do with 
gallantry than it has with politics— why, you are no 
honest felloW if love cant make a rogue of you — so 
come, do go in, and speak to her af last. 

Ant. Well, I have no objection to that 

Isaac. [Opens the door.\ There— there she is — 
yonder by the window— get in, do. [Pushes kitn in, 
and half shuts the door."] Now, Carlos, now I shall 
hamper him, I warrant — stay, 1 11 peep how they go 
on — egad, he looks confoundedly posed — now she's 
coaxing him— see, Carlos, he begins to come to— ay, 
ay, he '11 soon forget his conscience. 

Car. Look, now they are both laughing ! 

Isaac. Ay, so they are — yes, yes, they are laughinj; 
at that dear friend he talked of— ay, poor devil, they 
have outwitted him. 

Car. Now he 's kissing her hand. 

Isaac, Yes, yes, faith, they're agreed — he 's caug^ht, 
he's entangled — my dear Carlos, we have brought it 
about. Oh, this little cunning head I I 'm a Machiavel 
— a very Machiavel. 

Car. I hear somebody inquiring for you — I 'II see 
who it is. [Exit Carlos. 

Enter Antonio and Louisa. 

Ant, Well, my good friend, this lady has so entirely 
convinced me of the certainty of your success at Don 
Jerome's, that I now resign my pretensions there. 

Isaac. Vou never did a wiser thing, believe me — 
and as for deceiving your friend, that 's nothing at ail- 
tricking is ail fair in love, isn't it» ma'am! 
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Lou. Certainly, sir, and I am particularly glad to 
find you are of that opinion. 

Isaac, Oh, lud ! yes, ma'am— let anyone outwit me 
that can, I say; but here, let me join your hands. 
There, you lucky rogue I I wish you happily married, 
from die bottom of my soul I 

Low. And I am sure if you wbh it, no one else 
should prevent it. 

Isaac. Now, Antonio, we are rivals no more ; so let 
us be friends, mmU you? 

Ant. With all my heart, Isaac. 

Isaac. It is not every man, let me tell you, that would 
have taken such pains, or been so generous to a rival. 

Ant. No, faith; I dont believe there's another 
beside yourself in all Spain. 

Isaac. Well, but you resign all pretensions to the 
other lady? 

Ant. That I do, most sincerely. 

Isaac. I doubt you have a little hankering there still. 

Ant. None in the least, upon my soul. 

Isaac. I mean after her fortune. 

Ant. No, believe me. You are heartily welcome to 
everything she has. 

Isaac. Well, i 'faith, you have the best of the 
bargain, as to beauty, twenty to one— now I 'II tell you 
a secret — I am to carry off Louisa this very evening; 

Lou. Indeed t 

Isaac. Yes, she has sworn not to take a husband 
from her father's hand— so I 've persuaded him to trust 
her to walk with me in the garden, and then we shall 
give him the slip. 

Lou. And is Don Jerome to know nothing of this? 

Isaac. Oh, lud, no ! there lies the jest. Dont you 
see that by thb I overreach him ? I shall be entitled 
to the girl's fortune without settling a ducat on her, ha. 
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ha, ha! I'm a eunnuig dog, ain't I? A sly little 
villain, eh? 

Ant. Ha, ha, ha 1 you are indeed T 

Isaac. Roguish you'll say, but keen, eh— devilLsh 
keen. 

Ant. So you are indeed — keen — very keen. 

Isaac. And what a laugh we shall have at Don 
Jerome's when the truth comes, out, eh ? 

Lou. Yes, I'll answer for it, we shall have a good 
laugh when the truth comes out, ha, ha, ha L 

Enter CAKLO&, 

Car, Here are the dancers come to practise the 
fandango you intended to have honoured I>onna 
Louisa with. 

Isaac. Oh, I shant want them, but as I must pay them, 
I 'II see a caper for my money. Will you excuse me 7 

Lou. Willingly. 

Isaac. Here 's my frrend, whom you may command 
for any service. Madam, your most obedient. Antonio, 
I wish you all happiness. Oh, the easy blockhead! 
what a tool I have made of him ! This was a master- 
piece I {Exit. 

Lou. Carlos, will you be my guard again, and 
convey me to the convent of St Catherine ? 

Ant. Why, Louisa— why should you go there? 

Lou. I have my reasons, and you must not be seen 
to go with me ; I shall write from thence to my father; 
perhaps, when he finds what he has driven me to, he 
may relent. 

Ant, I have no hope from him. O Louisa I ia 
these arms should be your sanctuary. 

Lou. Be patient but for a little while— my father 
cannot force me from thence. But let me see you 
there before evening, and I will explain myself. 
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AMt. I shall obey. 

Lou. Come, friend. Antonio, Carlos has been a 
lover himself. 

Ant. Then he knows the value of his trust. 

Car, You shall not find me unfaithful. 
Trio. 
Soft pity never leaves the gentle breast 
Where love has been received a welcome guest ; 
As wand'ring saints poor huts have sacred made, 
He hallows ev'ry heart he once has swayed 1 
And when his presence we no longer share, 
Still leaves compassion as a relic there. [Exeunt. 

ACT ni. 

Scene I. A Library. 
Enter Jerome and Servant. 

yer. Why, I never was so amazed in my lifel 
Louisa gone off with Isaac Mendoza! what! steal 
away with the very man whom I wanted her to marry 
—elope with her own husband, as it were — it is 
impossible ! 

Serv. Her maid says, sir, they had your leave to 
walk in the garden, while you were abroad. The door 
by the shrubbery was found open, and they have not 
been heard of since. [Exit 

yer. Well, it is the .most unaccountable affair! 
Sdeath ! there b certainly some infernal mystery in it I 
cant comprehend ! 

Enter Second Servant, with a Letter. 

Serv. Here is a letter, sir, from Signor Isaac. [Exit. 

yer. So, so, this will explain— ay, Isaac Mendoza— 

let me sec— [Rtadt,^ 
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Dearest Sir^ — Vou must, dottbtless^ be much titr- 
prised at my JUi^ht with your daughter. [Yes, faith, 
and well I may.] / had the happiness to gain her 
heart at our Jirst interview. [The devil you had II 
But she having unfortunately made a vow not to 
receive a husband /rom your hands, I was 'obligtd 
to comply with her whim. [So, so I ] We shall shortly 
throw ourselves at your feet, and I hope you will hoot 
a biessiftg ready for one, who will then be — 

Your son-in-law, Isaac Mbnooza. 

A whim, eh? Why, the devil's in the girl. I think! 
This morning she would die sooner than have him, and 
before evening she nms away with him 1 Well, well, 
my will 's accomplished — let the motive be what it will— 
and the Portuguese, sure, will never deny to fulfil the 
rest of the article. 

Enter Servant, with another Letter^ 

Serv. Sir, here 's a man below, who says he brought 
this from my young lady, Donna Louisa. ^Exit 

Jer. How ! yes ! it is my daughter's hand indeed ! 
lord, there was no occasion for them both to write; 
well, let's see what she says — \Reads. 

My dearest Father, — How shall I entreat your 
pardon for the rash step I haz>e taken — hoi^u confess 
the motive. [Pish I hasn't Isaac just told me the 
motive? one would think they weren't together when 
they wrote.] If 1 have a spirit too resentful of ill- 
usage, I have also a heart as easily affected by kind- 
ness. [So, so, here the whole matter comes out; her 
resentment for Antonio's ill-usage has made her sensible 
of Isaac's kindness ; yes, yes, it is all plain enough— 
well]— /«;« not married yet, though with a man, wM 
/ am convinced, adores me. [Yes, yes, I dare say Isaac 
kit very fond of her.] But I shall anxiously exp*ct 
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your answer^ in which^ should I be so fortunate as to 
receive your consent^ you will make completely haPf>y^ 

Your ever affectionate daughter^ Louisa. 
My consent? to be sure she shall have it! egad, I was 
never better pleased — I have fulfilled my resolution — I 
knew I should. Oh, there's nothing like obstinacy- 
Lewis! 

Enter Servant. 

Let the man who brought the last letter wait ; and get 
me a pen and ink below. I am impatient to set poor 
Louisa's heart at rest— holloa! Lewis ! Sancho ! 

Enter Servants. 

Sec, that there be a noble supper provided in the saloon 
to-night— serve up my best wines, and let me have 
music, d'ye hear? 

Serv, Yes, sir. [Exeunt. 

yer. And order all my doors to be thrown open — 
admit all guests, with masks or without masks — I'faith, 
we'll have a night of it. And I'll let them see how 
merry an old man can be. {Sings. 

Oh, the days when I was young. 

When I laughed in fortune's spite, 
Talked of love the whole day long, 

And with nectar crowned the night. 
Then it was, old father Care, 

Little recked I of thy frown. 
Half thy malice youth could bear, 

And the rest a bumper drown. 

Truth, they say, lies in a well, 
Why, I vow, I ne'er could see, 

Let the water-drinkers tell, 
There it always lay for me. 
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For when sparkling wine went round. 
Never saw I falsehood's mask, 

But still honest truth I found, 
In the bottom of each flask. 

True, at length my vigour's flown^ 

I have years to bring decay ; 
Few the locks that now I own. 

And the few I have are grey. 
Yet, old Jerome, thou mayst boa^. 

While thy spirits do not tire, 
Still beneath thy age's frost, 

Glows a spark of youthful fire. [Ejcit. 

ScBNB II. The neitk Piazza, 
Enter Ferdinand and Lopez. 

Ferd. What, could you gather no tidings of her? 
Nor guess where she was gone ? O Clara, Clara ! 

Lop. In truth, sir, I could not. That she was run 
away from her father, was in everybody's mouth ; and 
that Don Guzman was in pursuit of her, was also a very 
common report — where she was gone, or what was 
become of her, no one could take upon them to say. 

Ferd, Sdeath and fury, you blockhead ! she cant be 
out of Seville. 

Lop, So I said to myself, sir, Sdeath and fury, yoo < 
blockhead, says I, she cant be out of Seville. Then ' 
some said she had hanged herself for love ; and others ; 
have it, Don Antonio had carried her off. 

Ferd, "T is false, scoundrel I no one said that. 

Lop. Then I misunderstood them, sir. i 

Ferd, Go, fool, get home, and never let me see yoo ' 
again, till you bring me news of her. iExii Lopez.] 2 
Oh, how my fondness for this ungrateful girl has hurt I 
my disposition. I 
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Enter Isaac. 

Isaac* So I have her safe, and have only to find a 
priest to marry us. Antonio now may marry Clara, or 
not, if he pleases ! 

Ferd. What ? what was that you said of Clara? 

Isaac. Oh, Ferdinand, my brother-in-law that shall 
be, who thought of meeting you 1 

Ferd. But what of Clara? 

Isaac. I'faith, you shall hear. This morning, as I 
was coining down, I met a pretty damsel, who told me 
her name was Clara d'Almanza, and begged my pro- 
tection. 

Ferd, How? 

Isaac. She said she had eloped from her frither, 
Don Guzman, but that love for a young gentleman in 
Seville was the cause. 

Ferd. Oh, heavens I did she confess it? 

Isaac. Oh, yes, she confessed at once; but then, 
siys she, my lover is not informed of my flight, nor 
suspects my intention. 

Ferd. Dear creature ! no more I did indeed ! Oh, I 
am the happiest fellow 1 \,Aside^ Well, Isaac. 

Isaac. Why then she entreated me to. find him out 
for her, and bring him to her. 

Fer, Good heavens, how lucky ! Well, come along, 
let 's lose no time. [Pulling hint. 

Isaac,, Zooks ! where are we to go ? 

Ferd. Why, did any thing more pass? 

Isaac, Any thing more ! yes, the end on 't was, that 
I was moved with her speeches, and complied with her 
desires. 

Ferd, Well, and where is she? 

Isaac. Where is she ? why dont I tell you I complied 
v/ith her request, and left her safe in the arms of her 
lover. ■ n \ ■ 
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Ferd. Sdeath, you trifle with met I have never 
seen her. 

Istuxc. You ! O lud, no I How the devil should yoo ? 
Twas Antonio she wanted ; and with Antonio I left her. 

Ferd. Hell and madness! [Aside] What, Antonio 
d'Ercilla? 

Isaac. Ay, ay, the very man ; and the best part of 
it was, he was shy of taking her at first. He talked a 
good deal about honour, and conscience, and deceiving 
some dear friend ; but, lord, we soon overruled that 

Ferd. You did? 

Isaac. Oh, yes, presently — such deceit, says he- 
Pish! says the lady, tricking is all fair in love. Bat 
then, my friend, says he— Pshal damn your friend, 
says I. So, poor wretch, he has no chance — no, no ; 
he may hang himself as soon as he pleases. 

Ferd. I must go, or I shall betray myself. 

Isaac. But stay, Ferdinand, you haven't heard the 
best of the joke. 

Ferd. Curse on your joke 1 

Isaac. Goodlackl what's the matter now! I 
thought to have diverted you. 

Ferd. Be racked I tortured I damned— 

Isaac. Why, sure you are not the poor devil of t 
lover, are you ? I'faith, as sure as can be, he is. Thif 
is a better joke than t'other, ha, ha, ha I 

Ferd. What, do you laugh ; you vile, mischievous 
varlet? [Collars him.] But that you're beneath my 
anger, I'd tear your heart out. [Throws him off. 

Isaac. Oh, mercy ! here 's usage for a brother-in-law ! 

Ferd. But, harkye, rascal! tell me directly where 
these false friends are gone, or, by my soul [Draws. 

Isaac. For heaven's sake, now, my dear brother-in- 
law, dont be in a rage— I '11 recollect as well as I can. 

Ferd, Be quick then 1 ^ 
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Isaac. I will, I will— but people's memories differ — 
some have a treacherous memory — now mine is a 
cowardly memory ; it takes to its heels, at sight of a 
drawn swofd, it does, i'£aith; and I could as soon fight 
as recollect. 
Ferd, Zounds ! tell me the truth, and I wont hurt you. 
Isaac. No, no, I know you wont, my dear brother-in< 

law — ^but that ill-looking thing there 

Ferd, What, then, you wont tell me? 
Isaac. Yes, yes, I will ; I '11 tell you all, upon my 
soul — bat why need you listen sword in hand ? 
Ferd, Why there. [Puts up. ^ Now. 
Isaac. Why then, I believe they are gone to — ^that 
is, my friend Carlos told me, he had left Donna Clara 
—dear Ferdinand, keep your hands off-— at the convent 
of St. Catharine. 
Ferd, St. Catharine. 

Isaac, Yes ; and that Antonio was to come to her there. 
Ferd, Is this the truth? 

Isaac, It is indeed — and all I know, as I hope for life. 
Ferd, Well, coward, take your life. Tis that false, 
dishonourable Antonio, who shall feel my vengeance. 
Isaac, Ay, ay, kill him— cut his throat, and welcome. 
Ferd. But, for Clara — infamy on her I she is not 
worth my resentment. 

Isaac. No more she is, my dear brother-in-law. 

I'faith, I would not be angry about her— she is not 

worth it, indeed. 

Ferd. 'T is false ! she is worth the enmity of princes. 

Isaac, True, true, so she is! and I pity you 

exceedingly for having lost her. 

Ferd. Sdeath, you rascal! how durst you talk of 
pitying me ! 

Isaac. Oh, dear brother-in-law, I beg pardon, I 
doQt pity you in the least, upon my spul. i 
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Ferd, Get hence, fool, and provoke me no further; 
nothing but your insignificance saves you. 

Isaac, I 'faith, then my insignificance is the best 
friend I have. I am going, dear Ferdinand, What a 
cursed hot-headed bully, it is ! [Extttnt. 

Scene III. TAe Garden of the Convent. 

Enter Louisa and Clara. 

Lou. And you really wish my brother may not find 
you out. 

Clara. Why else have I concealed myself under 
this disguise T 

Lou. Why, perhaps, because the dress becomes 
you ; for you certainly dont intend to be a nun for Ufe. 
Clara. If, indeed, Ferdinand had not oflfended me 
so last night. 

Lou, Come, come, it was his fear of losing you 
made him so rash. 

Clara. Well, you may think me cruel— but I swcir. 
if he were here this instant, I believe I should forgive 
him. iSin^ 

By him we love offended, 

How soon our anger flies t 
One day, apart, 't b ended. 
Behold him, and it dies. 

Last night, your roving brother. 

Enraged I bade depart, 
And sure his rude i»«sumptioii 

Deserved to lose my heart. 

Yet, were he now before me. 

In spite of injured pride, 
I fear my eyes would pardon. 

Before my tongue could cbide. 
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Lou, I prot^ Clara, I shall b^in to think you are 
ssriously resolved to enter on your probation. 

Clara. And, seriously, I very much doubt whether 
the character of a nun would not become me best 

Lou. Why, to be sure, the character of a nun is a 
very becoming one at a masquerade, but no pretty 
woman, in her senses, ever thought of taking the veil 
for above a night. 

Clara. Yonder I see your Antonio is returned — 
I shall only interrupt you; ah, Louisa, with what 
happy eagerness you turn to look for him ! [Exit, 

Enter Antonio. 

Ant, Well, my Louisa, any news since I left 
you? 

Lou. None. The messenger is not returned from 
my father. 

Ant. Well, I confess, I do not perceive what we are 
to expect from him. 

L^u. I shall be easier, however, in having made 
the trial ; I do not doubt your sincerity, Antonio ; but 
there is a chilling air around poverty, that often kills 
affection that was not nursed in it— if we would make 
love our household god, we had best secure him a com- 
fortable roof. 

Song. Antonio. 

How oft, Louisa, hast thou told. 

Nor wilt thou the fond boast disown, 
Thou wouldst not lose Antonio's love, 

To reign the partner of a throne. 
And by those lips that spoke so kind. 

And by that hand, I've pressed to mine. 
To be the lord of wealth and power, 

By Heavens, I would not part with thine. 

''• * o„.,zedwGoogIe A 
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Then how, my soul, can we be poor. 

Who own what kingdoms could not buy? 
Of this true heart thou shalt be queen, 

In serving thee, a monarch I. 
Thus uncontrolled, in mutual bliss, 

And rich in love's exhaustless mine. 
Do thou snatch treasures from my lips. 

And I '11 take kingdoms back from thine. 

Enter Maid, with a Letter, 

Lou. My father's answer, I suppose. 

Ant. My dearest Louisa, you may be assured that 
it contains nothing but threats and reproaches. 

Lou. Let us see however. {Re€uis,'\ Dearest 
daughter^ make your lover happy; you have my full 
consent to marry as your whim has chosen^ but be sure 
come home and sup with your affectionaU father^ 

Ant. You jest, Louisa 1 

Lou. [Gives him the letter,^ Read— read. 

Ant. Tis so, by Heavens ! sure there must be some 
mistake ; but that 's none of our business — Now, Louisa, 
you have no excuse for delay. 

Lou. Shall we not then return and thank my 
father? 

A nt. But first let the priest put it out of his power 
to recall his word. I '11 fly to procure one. 

Lou, Nay, if you part with me agam, perhaps yoo 
may lose me. 

Ant. Come then — there is a friar of a neighbouritti^ 
convent is my friend ; you have already been diverted 
by the manners of a nunnery, let us see whether there 
is less hypocrisy among the holy &thers. 

Lou. I 'm afraid not, Antonio — for in religion, as in 
friendship, they who profess most, arc ever the least 
■■■•^■•"e- \,ExeHni. 
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Enter Clara. 
Clara* So, yuuder they go, as happy as a mutual 
and confessed affection can make them ; while I am left 
in solitude, Heigho ! love may perhaps excuse the rash- 
ness of an elopement from one's friend ; but I am sure 
nothing but the presence of the man we love can support 
iL Ha! what do I see? Ferdinand, as I live! how 
could he gain admission— by potent gold, I suppose, as 
Antonio did. How eager and disturbed he seems— he 
shall not know me as yet. {Lets down her veiL 

Enter Ferdinand. 

Ferd, Yes, those were certainly they — my informa- 
tion was right. [Going. 

Clara* [Sto^s Aim,} Pray, signor, what is your 
business here? 

Jferd, No matter— no matter— Oh, they stop. [Looks 
out.} Yes, that is the perfidious Clara indeed ! 
' Clarck. So a jealous error— I 'm glad to see him so 
moved. [Aside. 

Ferd, Her disguise cant conceal her— No, no, I 
know her too well. 

Clara. Wonderful discernment ! but, signor 

Ferd. Be quiet, good nun, dont tease me. By 
heavens, she leans upon his arm, hangs fondly on it ! 
O woman ! woman ! 

Clara. But, signor, who is it you want? 

Ferd. Not you, not you, so prythee dont tease me. 
Yet pray stay, gentle nun, was it not Donna Clara 
d'Almanzu just parted from you? 

Clara. Clara d'AImanza, signor, is not yet out of 
the garden. 

Ferd. Ay, ay, I knew I was right. And pray, is 
not that gentleman, now at the porch wiih her, Antonio 
d'Ercilla? oo.e...GoogIe ^ 



35a SHERIDAN. 

Clara, It is indeed, signer. 

Ferd, So, so ; now but one question more, can yoo 
inform me for what purpose they have gone away? 

Clara. They are gone to be married, I believe. 

Ferd. Very well — enough — ^now if I dont mar their 
wedding. {Exit 

Clara, [C/nvetls.] I thought jealousy had made 
lovers quick-sighted, but it has made mine blind- 
Louisa's story accounts to me for this error, and I am 
glad to find I have power enough over him to make him 
so unhappy. But why should not I be present at his 
surprise when undeceived? When he's through the 
porch I 'II follow him ; and, perhaps, Louisa shall not 
singly be a bride. [Singi. 

Adieu, thou dreary pile, where never dies 
The sullen echo of repentant sighs ; 
Ye sister mourners of each lonely cell, 
Inured to hymns and sorrow, fare ye well ; 
For happier scenes I fly this darksome grove. 
To saints a prison, but a tomb to love. [Exit. 

Scene IV. A Court before the Priory, 
Enter Isaac, crossing the stage. Enter Antonio. 

Ant, What, my friend Isaac 1 

Isaac, What, Antonio I wish me joy ! I have Louisa 
safe. 

Ant. Have you? I wish you joy, with all my soul. 

Isaac, Yes, I am come here to procure a priest to 
marry us. 

Ant. So then we are both on the same errand ; I am 
come to look for Father Paul. 

Isaac. Ha ! I am glad on 't ; but, i'faith, he must 
B first, my love is waiting. 
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Ant, So is mine, I left her in the porch. 

Isaac. Ay, bat I am in haste to get back to Don 
Jerome. 

Ant. And so am I too. 

Isaac, Well, perhaps he'll save time, and marry tis 
both together— or I '11 be your father, and you shall be 
mine. Come alongf ; but you 're obliged to me for all this. 

Ant, Yes, yes. [Exeunt, 

ScENB V. A Room in the Priory, 

Friars drinking. Glee and Chorus, 

This bottle 's the sun of our table. 

His beams are rosy wine ; 
We planets, that are not able 
Without his help to shine. 
Let mirth and glee abound, 
You '11 soon grow bright, 
With borrowed light, 
And shine as he goes round. 

PauL Brother Francis, toss the bottle about, arid 
give me your toast 

Fran. Have we drank the abbess of St. Ursuline? 

Aug, Yes, yes ; she was the last. 

Fran, Then I '11 give you the blue-eyed nun of St. 
Catherine's. 

PauL With all my heart. [Drinks.^i Pray, Brother 
Augustine, were there any benefactions left in my 
absence? 

Fran, Don Juan Corduba has left a hundred ducats, 
to remember him in our masses. 

Paul, Has he? Let them be paid to our wine mer- 
chant, and we '11 remember him in our cups, which will 
do just as well. Anything more? 

Au£, Yes; Baptista, the rich miser, who died laa^m 
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week, has bequeathed us a thousand pistoles, and the 
silver lamp he used in his own chamber, to burn before 
the image of St. Anthony. 

Paul. Twas well meant, bat well employ his 
money better — Baptista's bounty shall light the living, 
not the dead. St. Anthony is not afraid to be left in 

the dark, though he was See w^o 's there. 

[A knocking^ Francis goes to the door attd o^ens ii. 

Enter Porter. 

Porter. Here's one without in pressing haste to 
speak with Father Paul. 

Aug. Brother Paul! \Paul comes from, behind a 
curtain^ with a glass of wine and apiece o/cake. 

Paul. Here! how durst you, fellow, thus abruptly 
break in upon our devotions? 

Porter. 1 thought they were finished. 

Paul.. No, they were not — were they. Brother 
Francis? 

Aug. Not by a bottle each. 

Paul. But neither you, nor your fellows, mark how 
the hours go— no, you mind nothing but the gratifying 
of your appetites; ye eat, and swill, and sleep, aud 
gormandize, and thrive, while we are wasting in morti- 
fication. 

Porter. We ask no more than nature craves. 

Paul. 'Tis false, ye have more appetites than luurs! 
and your flushed, sleek, and pampered appearance, is 
the disgrace of our order— out on 't— if you are hungry, 
cant you be content with the wholesome roots of the 
earth; and if you are dry, isn't there the crystal spring? 
[Drinks.l Put this away [gives a glass] i and show 
me where I'm wanted. [Porter drains the glass- 
Paul goings turns.] So, you would have drank it, if 
'1 been any left. Ah, glutton 1 glutton 1 
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SCBNB VI. Tht Court b^org tAe Priory. 
EnUr Isaac a$id Antonio. 
Itaac, A plaguy while coming, this same Father 
Paul. He 's detained at vespers, I suppose, poor fellow. 
Ant. No, here he comes. 

Enter Paul. 
Good Father Paul, I crave your blessing. 

Isaac, Yes, good Father Paul, we are come to beg 
a&vonr. 

Paul. What is it, pray? 

Isaac. To marry us, good Father Paul; and in 
truth, thou dost look the very priest of Hymen. 

Paul. In short, I may be called so ; for I deal in 
repentance and mortification. 

Isaac. No, no : thou seemest an officer of Hymen, 
because thy presence speaks content and good humour. 

PauL Alas! my appearance is deceitful. Bloated 
I am indeed; for fasting is a windy recreation, and it 
hath swollen me like a bladder. 

Ant. But thou hast a good fresh colour in thy face, 
father; rosy, i 'faith. 

Paul. Yes, I have blushed for mankind, till the hue 
of my shame is as fixed as their vices. 

Isaac. Good man ! 

Paul. And I have laboured too, but to what pur- 
pose? they continue to sin under my very nose. 

Isaac. I 'fecks, father, I should have guessed as 
much, for your nose seems to be put to the blush more 
than any other part of your face. 

PauL Go, you're a wag. 

Ant. Buttothepurfwse, father, will you officiate for us? 

PauL To join young people thus clandestinely, is 
not safe; and, indeed, I have in my heart many 
weighty reasons against it. ^^ 
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A*t And I have in my hand many weighty reasons 
for it: Isaac, haven't you an argument or two in our 
favour about j^ou. 

Isaac. Yes, yes ; here is a most unanswerable purse 

Paul. For shame ! you make me angry ; you foiget 
who I am,, and when importunate people have forced 
their trash — ay, into this pocket, here— or into this— 
why, then the sin was theirs. [TA^j^ ptU money mU 
his pocktts.'\ Fie, now, how you distress met I would 
return it, but that I must touch it that way, and so 
wrong my oath. 

Ant, Now then, come with us. 

Isaac, Ay, now give us your title to joy and rapture. 

Paul, Well, when your hour of repentance comes, 
dont blame me. 

Artt. No bad caution to my friend Isaac. [Aside.] 
Well, well, father, do you do your part, and I '11 abide 
the consequence. 

Isaac. Ay, and so will I. [Tkey are going. 

Enter Louisa, rutimnf^. 

Lou, Oh, Antonio, Ferdinand is at the porch, and 
inquiring for us. 

Isaac. Who? Don Ferdinand? he's not inquiring 
for me, I hope. 

Ant. Fear not, my love, I '11 soon pacify him. 

Isaac. Egad, you wont. Antonio, take my advice, 
and run away : this Ferdinand is the most unmerciful 
dog 1 and has the cursedest long sword 1 and upon my 
soul he comes on purpose to cut yoiur throat. 

Ant. Never fear, never fear. 

Isaac. Well, you may stay if you will ; but I Tl get 
someone to marry me ; for, by St. lago, he shall never 
meet me again, while I am master of a pair of heels. 

IRuHS out. 
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EnUr Fbrdinand. 

Ferd, So, sir, I have met with you at last. 

Ant. Well, sir. 

FenL Base, treacherous man 1 whence can a false, 
deceitful soul, like yoiu^ borrow confidence to look so 
steadily ou the man you've injured? 

Ani,' Ferdinand, you are too warm: — ^"tis true you 
find me on the point ci wedding one I love beyond my 
life; but no argument of mine prevailed on her to 
elope — I scorn deceit, as much as you. By heaven, I 
knew not she had left her father's till I saw her. 

Ferd, What a mean excuse! you have wronged 
3rour friend, then, for one whose wanton forwardness 
anticipated your treachery — of this indeed your Jew 
pander informed me ; but let your conduct be consistent, 
and since you have dared to do a wrong, follow me, 
and show me you have a spirit to avow it. 

Lou, Antonio, I see his mistake — leave him to me. 

Paul. Friend, you are rude, to interrupt the union 
of two willing hearts. 

Frrd. No, meddling priest, the hand he seeks is mine. 

Paul, If so, I '11 proceed no further. Lady, did you 
promise this youth your hand ? [Louisa sfuJees her head. 

Ferd, Clara, I thank you for your silence — I woukl 
not have heard your tongue avow such falsity; be't 
your punishment to remember I have not reproached you. 

Enter Clara. 
Clara, What mockery is this? 
Ferd, Antonio, you are protected now, but we shall 
meet. [Going,, Clara holds one arm,, Louisa the other, 

Lou. Turn thee round, I pray the^, 

CMm awhile thy rage. 
Clara, I mu^t help to stay thee, 

AndUyrw«^^*»s^*j^ 
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Lou, Couldst thou not discover 

One so dear to thee? 
Clara* Canst thou be a lover, 

And thus fly from me? \B^fth utroeil* 

F$rd. How's this I my sister! Clant tool I 'm con- 
founded. 

Lou, Tb even so, good brother. 

Paul, How ! what if&iaety ! Did the man want to 
marry his own sister? 

L&H, And am't you ashamed of yourself, not to 
know your own sister? 

Clara. To drive away your own mistress 

Lou. Dont you see how jealousy blinds people? 

Clara, Ay, and will you ever be jealous again? 

Ferd. Never— never — you, sister, I know will forgiiw 
me— but how, Clara, shall I presume 

Clara, No, no ; just now you told me not to tease 
you. " Who do you want, good signor?" " Not you, 
not you." Oh, you blind wretch ! but swear never to be 
jealous again, and I '11 forgive you. 

Ferd, By all 

Clara, There, that will do— you 11 keep the oath 
just as well. [Gives her hand. 

Lou, But, brother, here is one, to whom some 
apology is due. 

Ferd. Antonio, I am ashamed to think 

Ant, Not a word of excuse, Ferdinand— 1 have not 
been in love myself without learning that a lover's 
anger should never be resented ; but come, let us retire 
with this good father, and we'll explain to you the 
cause of this error. 

G^e and Chorus. 
Oft does Hymen smile to hear, 
Wordy vows oi' feigned regsupd; 

Digitized by Google 



THE DUENNA. 359 

Well he knows when they're sincere, 

Never slow to give reward ; 
For his glory is to prove, 

Kind to those who wed for love [Exeunt. 

Scene VII. A grand Saloon. 
Enter Don Jbromb, Sbrvants, and Lopez. 

yer. Be sure now let everything be in the best order 
— let all my servants have on their merriest faces— but 
tell them to get as little drunk as possible, till after 
supper. So Lopez, where 's your master? shant we 
have him at supper? 

Laf. Indeed, I believe not, sir— he 's mad, I doubt ; 
I 'm sure he has frighted me firom him. 

yer. Ay, ay, he 's after some wench, I suppose ; a 
young rake I Well, well, we '11 be merry without him. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv, Sir, here b Signor Isaac. 
Enter Isaac. 

yer. So, my dear son-in-law— there, take my blessing 
and forgiveness; but where 's my daughter? where 's 
LouisaT 

Isaac. She 's without, impatient for a blessing, but 
almost afi:»id to enter. 

yer. Oh, fly and bring her in. [Exit Isaac. \ Poor 
girl, I long to see her pretty face. 

Isaac. [fVttAout.] Come, my charmer 1 my trembling 
angel! 

Enter Isaac and Duenna ; Don Jbromb runs to 
meet them ; she kneels. 

yer. Come to my arms, my [starts beu:k'\ why, 

who the devil have we here? 

Isaac. Nay, Don Jerome, you promised her forgive- 
ness ; see how the dear creature droops ! 
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yer. Droops indeed ! Why, gad take me, this is ol 
Margaret— but where 's my daughter? where 's Louisst, 

Isaac, Why, hero, before your eyes— nay, dont Ifc 
abashed, my sweet wife I 

yer. Wife with a vengeance! Why, zounds, yoa 
have not married the Duenna? 

Duen, \Kneeling.\ Oh, dear papa! you *U not disown 
me, sure! 

ytr. Papa! papa! Why, zounds, your impudence 
is as great as your ugliness ! 

Isaac, Rise, my cliarmer, go throw your snowy 
arms about his neck, and convince him you ar e 

Duen. O sir, foigive me ! [Embraces k£m. 

yer. Help! murder! 

Serv, Wliat 's the matter, sir? 

yer. Why, here, thb damned Jew has brought ax> 
old harridan to strangle me. 

Istuu. Lord, it is his own daughter, and he is to 
hard-hearted he wont forgive her. 

Enter A.movio and "LoviSKX they kneel, 

yer. Zounds and fury ! what 's here now? who sent 
for you, sir? and who the devil are you? 

Ant. This lady's husband, sir. 

Isaac, Ay, that he is, I '11 be sworn ; for I left then 
with the priest, and was to have given her away. 

yer. You were? 

Isaac. Ay ; that 's my honest friend, Antonio ; and 
that 's the little girl I told you I had hampered him with. 

yer. Why, you are either drunk or mad— this is my 
daughter. 

Isaac. No, no ; 't is you are both drunk and mad, I 
think— here 's your daughter. 

yer, Harkye, old Iniquity, will you explain all this 
or not? 
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J>Hen, Come then, Don Jerome, I will— dioogli oor 
^1ial>its might inform you all— look on yoor daughter 
thiere and on me. 

Isaac. What 's this I hear f 

Dtten, The truth is, that in your passion this mora- 
ingr, you made a small mistake; for you turned your 
danghter out of doors, and locked up your humhle 
servant. 

Isaac. O lud, O lud ! here 's a pretty fellow, to tura 
bis own daughter out of doors, instead of an old Duenna. 

yer. And, O lud ! O lud ! here 's a pretty fellow, to 
marry an old Duenna instead of my daughter — hut 
how came the rest about? 

Duen. I have only to add, that I remained in your 
daughter's place, and had the good fortune to engage 
the aflfections of my sweet husband here. 

Isaac. Her husband ! why, you old witch, do you 
think I '11 be your husband now ! this is a trick, a cheat, 
and you ought all to be ashamed of yourselves. 

Ant. Harkye, Isaac, do you dare to complain of 
tricking — Don Jerome, I give you my word, this cunning 
Portug;uese has brought all this upon himself, by en- 
deavouring to overreach you, by getting your daughter's 
fortune, without making any settlement in return. 

yer. Overreach me! 

Lon. Tis so, indeed, sir, and we can prove it to you. 

yer. Why, gaul take me, it must be so, or he could never 
have put up with such a face as Margaret's— so, little 
Solomon, I wish you joy of your wife, with all my soul. 

I^ou. Isaac, tricking is all fair in love — let you alone 
for the plot. 

Ant. A cunning dog, am't you ? a sly little villain, eh ? 

Lou. Roguish, perhaps ; but keen, devilish keen. 

yer. Yes, yes; his aunt always called him little 
Solomon. 
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Isaac. Why, the leagues of Egypt npon you all! 
But do you think I '11 submit to such an imposition ? 

Ant. Isaac, one serious word — ^you 'd better be con* 
tent as you are ; for believe me, you will find that, in 
the opinion of the world, there is not a fairer subject 
for contempt and ridicule, than a knave become the 
dupe of his own art 

Isaac, I dont care — 111 not endure this— Don 
Jerome, 'tis you have done this — ^you would be so 
cursed positive about the beauty of her you locked up, 
and all the time, I told you she was as old as my 
mother, and as ugly as the devil. 

Duen, Why, you little insignificant reptile ! 

yer. That's right — attack him, Margaret. 

Duen. Dares such a thing as you pretend to talk of 
beauty? A walking rouleau !— a body that seems to 
owe all its consequence to the dropsy I— a pair of eyes 
like two dead beetles in a wad of brown dough !— a 
beard like an artichoke, with dry shrivelled jaws that 
would disgrace the mummy of a monkey ! 

Jer. Well done, Margaret ! 

Duen. But you shall know that I have a brother, 
who wears a sword, and if you dont do me justice 

Isaac. Fire seize your brother, and you too I 1 11 
fly to Jerusalem to avoid you I 

Duen. Fly where you will, I'll follow 3rou. 

yer. Throw your snowy arms about him, Margaret 
{Exeunt Isaac and Duenna. \ But, Louisa, are yoa 
really married to this modest gentleman ? 

Lou. Sir, in obedience to your commands, I gave 
him my hand within this hour. 

yer. My commands! 

Anf. Yes, sir ; here is your consent, under your own 
hand. 

yer. How! would you rob me of my child by a triclc, 
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a false pretence ? and do you think to get her fortune by 
the same means? Why, 'slife, you are as great a rogue 
as Isaac. 

Ani. No, Don Jerome; though I have profited by 
this paper, in gaining your daughter's hand, I scorn to 
obtain her fortune by deceit. There, sir. [Gives a 
/etter,] Now give her your blessing for a dower, and 
all the little I possess shall be settled on her in return. 
Had 3rou wedded her to a prince he could do no more. 

yer. "Why, gad take me, but you are a very extra- 
ordinary fellow! But have you the impudence to 
suppose no one can do a generous action but yourself? 
Here, Louisa, tell this proud fool of yours, that he 's 
the only man I know that would renounce your fortune ; 
and, by my soul, he's the only man in Spain that's 
worthy of it. There, bless you both : I 'm an obstinate 
old fellow when I 'm in the wrong ; but you shall now 
find me as steady in the right. 

Enter Ferdinand and Clara. 

Another wonder still I why, sirrah ! Ferdinand, you 
have not stole a nun, have you ? 

Ferti. She is a nun in nothing but her habit, sir. 
Look nearer, and you will perceive 'tis Clara D'Almanza, 
Don Guzman's daughter ; and with pardon for stealing 
a wedding, she is also my wife. 

yer. Gadsbud, and a great fortune! Ferdinand, 
}'Ott are a prudent young rogue, and I forgive you: 
and, i 'fecks, you are a pretty little damsel. Give your 
father-in-law a kiss, you smiling rogue. 

Clara. There, old gentleman ; and now mind you 
behave well to us. 

yer. I 'fecks, those lips haven't been chilled by kissing 
beads. Egad, I believe I shall grow the best humoured 
fellow in all Spain. Lewis', Sancho, Carlos I d'ye hear? | 
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are all my doors thrown open? Our children's weddings 
are the only holidays our age can boast ; and then we 
drain with pleasure the little stock of spirits time has 
left us. [Miuic withinJ] But see, here come oar friends 
and neighbours ! 

Enter Masqu^kadbrs. 
And, i'fidth, we'll make a night on't, with wine, and 
dance, and catches — then old and young shall join us. 

yer. Come, now for jest and smiling. 
Both old and young beguiling, 
Let us laugh and play, so blyUie and gay. 
Till we banish care away. 

Lon. Thus crowned with dance and song. 
The hours shall glide along ; 
With a heart at ease, merry merry glees. 
Can never fail to please. 

Ferd. Each bride with blushes gloMring, 
Our wine as rosy flowing. 
Let us laugh and play, so blythe and gay. 
Till we banish care away. 

Ant. Then healths to every friend. 
The night's repast shall end ; 
With a heart at ease, merry, merry glees 
Can never fail to please. 

Clara Nor, while we are so joyous, 
Shall anxious fear annoy us, 
Let us laugh and play, so blythe and gay, 
Tilll we banish care away. 

yer. For generous guests like these. 
Accept the wish to please. 
So we '11 laugh and play, so blythe and gay. 
Your smiles drive care away. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 

AS ORIGINALLY PERFORMED AT COVENT-GARDEN. 

Lieutenant O'Connor .. Mr. Clinch. 

DOCTOR ROSY Mr. Quick. 

JUSTICE CREDULOUS Mr. Lee Lewes. 

Sergeant Trounce Mr. Booth. 

CORPORAL Flint 

LAURETTA Mrs.Carjill. 

MRS. BRIDGET CREDULOUS .. .. Mrs. Pitt. 
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ACT I. Scene I. 
Enter Trounce, Flint, and/our Soldiers. 

First SoL I say you are wrong ; we should all speak 
together, each for himself, and all at once, that we may 
be heard the better. 

Sec. SoL Right, Jack, we '11 argue in platoons. 

Third Sol. Ay, ay, let him have our grievances in a 
volley, and if we be to have a spokesman, there 's the 
corporal is the lieutenant's countryman, and knows his 
humour. 

Cor, Let me alone for that. I served three years, 
within a bit, under his honour, in the Royal Inniskillions, 
and I never will see a sweeter tempered gentleman, nor 
one more free with his purse. I put a great shamrock 
in his hat this morning, and I 'U be bound for him he '11 
wear it, was it as big as Stephen's Green. 

Fourth Sol. I say again then you talk like young- 
sters, like militia striplings ; there 's a discipline, look'ee, 
in all things, whereof the sergeant must be our guide ; 
he 's a gentleman of words ; he understands yoxa foreign 
lingo, your figures, and such like auxiliaries in scoring. 
Confess now for a reckoning, whether in chalk or 
writing, ben't he your only man? ^ . 
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Car. Why the sergeant is a scholar to be sure, and 
has the gift of reading. 

Serg^. Good soldiers, and fellow-gentleman, if you 
make me your spokesman, you will show the more 
judgment ; and let me alone for the argument. I '11 be 
as loud as a drum, and point blank from the purpose. 

All. Agreed, agreed. 

Cor. Oh faith ! here comes the lieutenant ; now, 
sergeant. 

Ser^. So then, to order. Put on your mutiny looks ; 
every man grumble a little to himself, and some of you 
hum the deserter's march. 

Enter Lieutenant. 

Lieut. Well, honest lads, what is it you have to 
complain of? 

Sol. Ahem! hem! 

Set^. So please your honour, the very grievance of 
the matter is this : ever since your honoiu: differed with 
Justice Credulous, our innkeepers use us most scurvily. 
By my halbert, their treatment is such, that if your 
spirit was willing to put up with it, flesh and blood 
could by no means agree ; so we humbly petition that 
your honour would make an end of the matter at once, 
by running away with the justice's daughter, or else ^ct I 
us fresh quarters, — hem ! hem 1 I 

Lieut. Indeed ! Pray which of the houses use yon 1 
ill? 

First Sol. There's the Red Lion hasn't half lh« 
civility of the old Red Lion. 

Sec. Sol. There 's the White Horse, if he wasn'C 
casehardened, ought to be ashamed to show his face. 

Lieut. Very well ; the Horse and the Lion shall 
answer for it at the Quarter Seshions. 

"^r^. The two Magpies are civil enough; but tho j 
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Angel uses us like devils, and the Rising Sun refuses us 
light to go to bed by. 

Lieut. Then, upon my word, I '11 have the Rising 
Sun put down, and the Angel shall give security for his 
good behaviour; but are you sure you do nothing to 
quit scores with them ? 

Cor. Nothing at all, your honour, unless now and 
then we happen to fling a cartridge into the kitchen fire, 
or put a spatterdash or so into the soup ; and sometimes 
Ned drums up and down stairs a little of a night. 

Lieut. Oh, all that 's fair : but harkye lads, I must 
have no grumbling on St. Patrick's day ; so here, take 
this, and divide it amongst you. But observe me, — 
show yotuselves men of spirit, and dont spend sixpence 
of it in drink. 

Ser£^. Nay, hang it, your honour, soldiers should 
never bear malice; we must drink St. Patrick's and 
your honour's health. 

AIL Oh , damn malice ! St. Patrick's and his honour 
by all means. 

Cor. Come away, then, lads, and first we '11 parade 
round the Market Cross, for the honour of King George. 

First Sol. Thank your honour. Come along; St. 
Patrick, his honour, and strong beer for ever ! 

[Exit Soldiers. 

Lieut. Get along, you thoughtless vagabonds ! yet, 
upon my conscience, 't is very hard these poor fellows 
should scarcely have bread from the soil they would die 
to defend. 

Enter Doctor Rosy. 

Ah, my little Doctor Rosy, my Galen abridged, what 's 
the news? 

Doct. All things are as they were, my Alexander ; 
the justice is as violent as ever. I felt his pulse on the 
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matter again, and, thinking his rage began to intermit 
I wanted to throw in the hark of good advice, but it 
would not do. He says you and your cut-throats have 
a plot upon his life, and swears he had rather see his 
daughter in a scarlet fever than in the arms of a 
soldier. 

L ieut. Upon my word the army is very much obliged 
to him. Well, then, I must marry the girl first, and ask 
his consent afterwards. 

Doct. So, then, the case of her fortune is desperate, 
eh? 

Lieut. Oh, hang fortune, let that take its chance ; 
there Ls a beauty in Lauretta's simplicity, so pure a 
bloom upon her charms. 

Doct. So there is, so there is. You are for beauty 
as nature made her, eh? No artificial graces, no 
cosmetic varnish, no beauty in grain, eh? 

Lieut. Upon my word, doctor, you arc right ; the 
London ladies were always too handsome for me ; then 
they are so defended, such a circumvallation of hoop, 
with a breast-work of whalebone, that would turn a 
pistol bullet, much less Cupid's arrows, then turret on 
turret on top, with stores of concealed weapons, under 
pretence of black pins ; and, above all, a standard of 
feathers that would do honour to a knight of the Bath. 
Upon my conscience, I could as soon embrace an 
Amazon, armed at all points. 

Doct. Right, right, my Alexander, my taste to a 
tittle. 

Lieut. Then, doctor, though I admire modesty in 
women, I like to see their faces. I am for the change- 
able rose ; but with one of those quality Amazons, if 
their midnight dissipations had left them blood enough 
to raise a blush, they have not room enough in their 
-tkmah^ to show it. To be sure, bashfuhiew it a very 
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pretty thing ; bat, in my mind, there is nothing on earth 
so impudent as an everlasting blush. 

Doct, My taste, my taste. Well, Lauretta is none of 
these. Ah 1 I never see her but she puts me in mind of 
my poor dear wife. 

Lieut. Ay, faith ; in my opinion she cant do a worse 
thing. Now he is going to bother me about an old 
hag that has been dead these six years. [AstWe. 

Doct. Oh, poor Dolly! I never shall see her like 
again ; such an arm for a bandage — veins that seemed 
to invite the lancet. Then her skin, smooth and white 
as a gallipot ; her mouth as round and not larger than 
the mouth of a penny phial ; her lips conserve of roses ; 
and then her teeth — none of your sturdy fixtures — ache 
as they would, it was but a small pull, and out they 
came. I believe I have drawn half a score of her poor 
dear pearls \weeps] ; but what avails her beauty? 
Death has no consideration— one must die as well as 
another. 

Lieut, Oh, if he begins to moralise— —> 

[Takes out his snuff-hox. 

Doct. Fair and ugly, crooked or straight, rich or 
poor — flesh is grass — flowers fade ! 

Lieut. Here, doctor, take a pinch, and keep up 
your spirits. 

Doct. True, true, my friend ; grief cant mend the 
matter — all's for the best; but such a woman was a 
great loss, lieutenant. 

Lieut. To be sure, for doubtless she had mental 
accomplishments equal to her beauty. 

Doct. Mental accomplishments ! she would have 
stuffed an alligator, or pickled a lizard, with any 
apothecary's wife in the kingdom. Why she could 
decipher a prescription, and invent the ingredients, 
almost af well as myself I Then she was such a hand at 
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making foreign waters I for Seltzer, Pyrmont, Islington, 
or Chalybeate, she never had her equal ; and her Bath 
and Bristol springs exceeded the originals. Ah, poor 
Dolly 1 she fell a martyr to her own discoveries. 

Lieut. How so, pray ¥ 

Doct* Poor soul 1 her illness was occasioned by her 
zeal in trying an improvement on the Spa-water, by an 
infusion of rum and acid. 

Lieut. Ay, ay, spirits never agree with water- 
drinkers. 

Doct» No, no, you mistake. Rum agreed with her 
well enough ; it was not the rum that killed the poor 
dear creature, for she died of a dropsy. Well, she is 
gone, never to return, and has left no pledge of our 
loves behind. No little babe, to hang like a label 
round papa's neck. Well, well, we arc all mortal— 
sooner or later — flesh is grass— flowers fade. 

Lieut. Oh, the devil ! — again ! 

Doct. Life's a shadow — the world a stage— we 
strut an hour. 

Lieut, Here, doctor. [Ojff^ers snuff. 

Doct. True, true, my friend — ^well, high grief cant 
cure it. All 's for the best, eh ! my little Alexander. 

Lieut. Right, right ; an apothecary should never be 
out of spirits. But come, faiih, 'tis time honest Hum- 
phry should wait on the justice; that must be oar 
first scheme. 

Doct. True, true ; you should be ready : the dothtf 
are at my house, and I have given you such a character 
that he is impatient to have you : he swears you shall be 
his body-guard. Well, I honour the army, or I should 
never do so much to serve you. 

Lieut. Indeed, I am bound to you for ever, doctor; 
and when once I am possessed of my dear Lauretu, I 

''I endeavour to make work for you as fast as possible* 
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Doct, 


Now you pat me in mind of my poor wife 


again. 




Lieut. 


Ah, pray forget her a little: we shall be 


too late. 




DocU 


Poor Dolly I 


Lieut. 


'Tis past twelve. 


Doct. 


Inhuman dropsy I 


Lieut. 


The justice will wait. 


Doci. 


Cropped in her prime ! 


Lieut. 


For heaven's sake, come I 


Doct. 


Well, flesh is grass. 


Lieut. 


Oh, the devil ! 


Doct. 


We must all die- 


Lieut. 


Doctor 1 


Doct. 


Kings, lords, and commons^— 




{Forces him off. 




Scene II. 



Enter Lauretta and Bridget. 

Lau. I' repeat it again, mamma, officers are the 
prettiest men in the world, and Lieutenant O'Connor is 
the prettiest officer I ever saw. 

Bri. For shame, Laura ! how can you talk so? or if 
you must have a militar>' man, there 's Lieutenant Plow, 
or Captain Haycock, or Major Dray, the brewer, are 
all your admirers ; and though they are peaceable, 
good kind of men, they have as large cockades, and 
become scarlet as well as the fighting folks. 

Lau. Psha! you know, mamma, I hate militia 
officers — a set of dunghill cocks with spurs on — heroes 
scratched off a church-door — clowns in military mas- 
querade, wearing the dress without supporting the 
character. No, give me the bold, upright youth, who 
makes love to-day and has his head shot off to-morrow. 
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Dear! to think how the sweet fellows sleep on the 
ground, and fight in silk stockings and lace ruffles. 

Bri. Oh, barbarous 1 to want a husband that may 
wed you to-day, and be sent the Lord knows where 
before night ; then in a twelvemonth perhaps to have 
him come like a Colossus, with one leg at New York, 
and the other at Chelsea Hospital. 

Lau. Then I '11 be his crutch, mamma. 

Bri. No, give me a husband that knows where his 
limbs are, though he want the use of them. And if he 
should take you with him, to sleep in a baggage-cart, 
and stroll about the camp like a gipsy, with a knapsack 
and two children at your back; then, by way of 
entertainment in the evening, to make a party with the 
sergeant's wife to drink bohea tea, and play at all-fonrs 
on a drum-head : 'tis a precious life, to be sure. 

Lau. Nay, mamma, you shouldn't be against my 
lieutenant, for I heard him say you were the best 
natured and best looking woman in the world. 

Bri. Why, child, I never said but that Lieutenant 
O'Connor was a very well-bred and discerning young 
man ; 'tis your papa is so violent against htm. 

Lau. Why, cousin Sophy married an ofhcer. 

Bri. Ay, Laury, an officer in the militia. 

Lau. No, indeed, mamma, a marching regiment 

Bri. No, child, I tell you he was a nu^ of 
militia. 

Lau, Indeed, mamma, it wasn't. 

Eiiicr Justice. 

Just. Bridget, my Iov«, I have had a message. 

Lau. It was cousin Sophy told me so. 

Just, I have had a message, love 

Bri. No, child, she would say no such thing. 

lutt. A message, I say. 
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Lau» How could he be in the militia, when he was 
ordered abroad? 
Bri. Ay, girl, hold your tongue. Well, my dear. 
I have had a message from Doctor Rosy. 
He ordered abroad 1 He went abroad for hb 

Why, Bridget 

Well, deary. Now hold your tongue, miss. 
A message from Dr. Rosy, and Dr. Rosy 

Lau^ I 'm sure, mamma, his regimentals— 

yusi. Damn his regimentals 1 Why dont you listen ? 

Bri. Ay, girl, how durst you interrupt your papa? 

Lau, Well, papa. 

yusi. Doctor Rosy says hell bring 

Lau. Were blue turned up with red, mamma? 

Just. Laury says he will bring the jroung 

man • 

Bri. Red ! yellow, if you please, miss. 

yusi. Bridget the young man that is to be 

hired 

Bru Besides, miss, it is very unbecoming in you to 
want to have the last word with your mamma ; you 
should know 

yust. Why, zounds ! will you hear me or no ? 

Bru I am Ibtening, my love — I am listening. But 
what sigmfies my silence, what good is my not speaking 
a word, if this girl will interrupt and let nobody speak 
but heraelf ? Ay, I dont wonder, my life, at your im- 
patience; your poor dear lips quiver to speak; but I 
suppose she '11 run on, and not let you put in a word. 
You may very well be angry ; there is nothing sure so 
provoking as a chattering, talking—— 

Lau, IfsLYt I am sure, mamma, it is you will not 
let papsi speak now. 
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Bri. Why, you little provoking minx— — 

yMsi. Get out of the room directly, both of you — 
get out I 

Bri, Ay, go, girl. 

yust. Go, Bridget; you are worse than she, you 
old hag. I wish you were both up to the neck in the 
canal, to argue there till I took you out. 

Enter Servant. 

Ser. Doctor Rosy, sir. 

ytist. Show him up. [Exit Servanf. 

Lau, Then you own, oianuna, it was a marching 
regiment 1 

Bri. You 're an obstinate fool, I tell you ; for if that 
had been the case 

yust. You wont go? 

Bri. We are going, Mr. Surly. If that had been 
the case, I say, how could 

Lau. Nay, mamma, one proof. 

Bri. How could major 

Lau. And a full proof [yustice drives them off. 

yust. There they go, ding dong in for the day. 
Good lack ! a fluent tongue is the only thing a mother 
dont like her daughter to resemble her in. , 

Enter Doctor Rosy. 

Well, Doctor, where 's the lad — where *s tmsty? 

Doct. At hiuid ; he '11 be here in a minute, I '11 answer 
for 't. He 's such a one as you haven't met with— bia«« 
as a lion, gentle as a saline draught 
• yust. Ah, he comes in the place of a rogue, a doK 
that was corrupted by the lieutenant. But thu is * 
sturdy. fellow, is he, doctor? , 

^oct. As Heratles ; and the best backsword in tb* 
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country. Egad, he'll make the red-coats keep their 
distance. 

^Mst, Oh, the villains ! this is St. Patrick's Day, and 
the nuscals have been parading my house all the morn- 
ing. I know they have a design upon me ; but I have 
taken all precautions : I have magazines of arras, and 
if this fellow does but prove faithful, I shall be more at 
ease. 

Vcci. Doubtless he '11 be a comfort to you. 

EnUr Servant. 

Ser, There is a man below, sir, inquires for Doctor 
Rosy. 

Doct. Show him up. 

yust. Hold I a little caution : how does he look ? 

Ser. A country-looking fellow, your worship. 

yusi. Oh, well, well ; for Doctor Rosy, these rascals 
try all ways to get in here. 

Ser, Yes, please your worship ; there was one here 
this morning wanted to speak to you : he said his name 
was Corporal Breakbones. 

yusL Corporal Breakbones I 

Ser. And Drummer Crackskull came again. 

yusi. Ay I did you ever hear of such a damned con- 
founded crew f Well, show the lad in here ! 

[Exit Servant. 

Doct. Ay, he '11 be your porter ; he '11 give the rogues 
an answer. 

Enter Lieutenant, disguised as Humphry. 

yust. So, a tall — I 'facks I what t has he lost an eye ? 

Dact. Only a bruise he got in taking seven or eight 
highwaymen. 

yust. He has a^ damned wicked leer somehow with 
the other. 
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First Coun. Noa, I was always too lively to take to 
learning ; but John here is main clever at it. 

Scrg. So, what you're a scholar, friend? 

Sec. Coun. I was bom so, measter. Feyther kept 
grammar school. 

Serg. Lucky man — ^in a campaign or two put your- 
self down chaplain to the regiment. And I warrant 
you have read of yrarriors and heroes? 

Sec. Coun. Yes, that I have : I have read of Jack 
the Giant-killer, and the Dragon of Wantley, and the — 
Noa, I believe that 's all in the hero way, except once 
about a comet. 

Serg, Wonderful knowledge ! Well, my heroes, I '11 
write word to the king of your good intentions, and 
meet me half-an-hour hence at the Two Magpies* 

Coun. We will, your honour, we will. 

Serg. But stay ; for fear I shouldn't see you again 
in the crowd, clap these little bits of ribbon into your 
hats. 

First Coun. Our hats are none of the best. 

Serg. Well, meet me at the Magpies, and I *U give 
you money to buy new ones. 

Coun. Bless your honour, thank your honour. [Exit. 

Serg. [H^inking at Sol] Jack. {Exeunt Soidiirs. 

Enter Lieutenant. 
So, here comes one would make a grenadier. Stop, 
friend, will you list? 

Lieut. Who shall I serve under? 

Serg. Under me, to be sure. 

Lieu. Isn't Lieutenant O'Connor your officer? 

Serg. He is, and I am commander over him. 

Lieut. What 1 be your sergeants greater than your 

''^o be sure we are ; 'tis our business to keep 
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them in order. For instance now, the general writes 
to me, dear Sergeant, or dear Trounce, or dear Sergeant 
Trounce, according to his hurry, if your lieutenant 
does not demean himself accordingly, let me know. 
Yours, General Deluge. 

Lieut. And do you complain of him often? 

Serg. No, hang him, the lad is good-natured at 
bottom, so I pass over small things. But harkee, 
between ourselves, he is most confoundedly given to 
wenching. 

Enter Corporal. 

Cor. Please your honour, the doctor is coming this 
way with his worship. We are all ready, and have our 
cues. 

Lieut. Then, my dear Trounce, or my dear Sergeant, 
or my dear Sergeant Trounce, take yourself away. 

Serg. Zounds I the lieutenant. I smell of the black 
hole already. [Exit. 

Enter JvsTicK and Doctor. 

Just. I thought I saw some of the cut-throats. 

Doct. I fancy not; there's no one but honest 
Humphry. Ha I Odds life, here come some of them 
— we'll stay by these trees, and let them pass. 

Juit. Oh, the bloody-looking dogs I [Walks aside. 

Enter Corporal and Two Soldiers. 

Cor. Holloa, friend 1 do you serve Justice Credulous? 
Lieut. I do. 
Cor. Pis^ you rich? 
Lieut. Noa. 

Cor. Nor ever will with that old stingy booby. 
Look here — take it. [Gives Aim apune. 

Lieut. What must I do for this? 
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Cor. Mark me, our lieutenant is in love with the 
old rogue's daughter; help us to break his worship's 
bones, and carry off the girl, and you are a made 
man. 

Lieut. 1 11 see you hanged first, you pack of scurvy 
villains ! [ Throws away the fiurse. 

Cor. What, sirrah, do you mutiny? Lay hoki of 
him. 
Lieut. Nay, then, I '11 try your armour for you. 

{Beatt them. 
Ail. Oh!ohl Quarter! quarter! {Exeunt. 

Just. Trim them, trounce them, break their bones, 
honest Humphry. What a spirit he has ! 
Doct. Aquafortis. 
Lieut. Betray my master 1 
Doct. What a miracle of fidelity ! 
Just. Ay, and it shall not go unrewarded— I *ll give 
him sixpence on the spot. Here, honest Humphry, 
there's for yourself; as for this bribe \takes up the 
purse], such trash is best in the hands of justice. Now 
then, doctor, I think I may trust him to gua^ the 
women ; while he is with them I may go out with 
safety. 

Doct. Doubtless you may. I'll answer for the 
lieutenant's behaviotu* whilst honest Humphry is with 
your daughter. 

yust. Ay, ay, she shall go nowhere without him. 
Come along, honest Humphry. How rare it is to meet 
with such a servant ! [Exeunt. 

Scene II. A Garden. Lauretta discweretL 

Enter Justice and Lieutenant. 
7ust. Why, you little truant, how durst you wander 
r from the house without my leave 1 Do yon want 
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to invite that scoundrel lieutenant to scale the walls, 
and carry you oflF? 

Lmu. Lud, papa, you are so apprehensive for nothing. 

yitsL Why, hussy 

Lau, Well, then, I cant bear to be shut up all day 
so like a nun. I am sure it is enough to make one wish 
to be run away with — ^and I wish I was run away Mrith 
— I do — and I wish the lieutenant knew it. 

Just. You' do, do you, hussy? Well, I thmk I'll 
take pretty good care of you. Here, Humphry, I 
leave this lady in your care. Now you may walk 
about the garden, Miss Pert; but Humphry shall go 
with you wherever you go. So mind, honest Humphry. 
I am obliged to go abroad for a little while ; let no one 
but yourself come near her ; dont be shame-faced, you 
booby, but keep close to her. And now, miss, let your 
lieutenant or any of his crew come near you if they 
can. {ExiL 

Lau, How this booby stares after him I 

{Sitt doTvn and sings. 

Lieut, Lauretta 1 

Lau. Not so free, fellow ! \Sings. 

Lieut. Lauretta 1 look on me. 

Lau. Not so free, fellow 1 

Lieut. No recollection ? 

Lau. Honest Humphry, be quiet. 

Lieut. Have you forgot your faithful soldier? 

Lau. Ah I Oh, preserve me I 

Lieut. Tis, my soul ! your truest slave, passing on 
your father in this disguise. 

Lau. Well now, I declare this Ls charming — you are 
so disguised, my dear lieutenant, and you do look so 
delightfully ugly. I am sure no one will find you out, 
lia 1 ha ! ha I You know I am under your protection \. 
papa charged you to keep close tu^ie. J^ 
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would I interpret the language of her pulse— declare 
my own sufTerings in my receipt for her — send her a 
pearl necklace in a pill box, or a cordial draught with 
an fUTostic on the label. Well, those days are over ; 
no happiness lasting : all is vanity — now sunshine, now 
cloudy— we are, as it were, king and beggar : then what 



L 



Enter Lieutenant. 

Lieut, O doctor ! ruined and und<»)^ 

Doct. The pride of beauty 

Lieut, I am discovered, and— — 

Doct, The gaudy palaces-^^ 

Lieut. The justice is 

Doct, The pompous wig— — 

Lieut, Is more enraged than ever. 

Doct. The gilded cane • 

Lieut. Why, doctcn- 1 IS taping him on the shoulder, 

Doct. Eh? 

Lieut. Confound your morals I I tell you I am dis- 
covered, discomfited, disappointed. 

Doct. Indeed ! Good lack, good lack, to think of 
the instability of human affairs. Nothing certain in 
this world — most deceived when most confident->fo(^ 
of fortune all. 

Lieut, My dear doctor, I want at present a little 
practical wisdom. I am resolved this instant to try the 
scheme we were going to put in execution last week. I 
have the letter ready, and only want your assistance to 
recover my ground. 

Doct, With all my heart. I '11 warrant you I H 
bear a part in it: but how the deuce were yoa 
discovered ? 

^.irut. 1 '11 tell you as we go ; there 's not a z 
lost 
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Doet. Heavca scad «• frrfinl hrttrr— Iw i 
no knowing. 
Lieut. Vary true. 
Doct^ Wc may, and we wacf not. 
LieuU Right. 
jD<>c/. lime matt Aov. 
Lieut, Certainly. 
Z7<v/. We are but I 
Lieut, Nodiing i 
/><«-/. Thick-^^tcd i 
Lieut. Remaiksibly. 
Doct. Wandering in cnor 
Lieut. Even so. 
Doct. Futurity is dark. 
Lieut. As a cellar. 
Doct. Men are mdes. 

[Lieutenant /orcini^ him out. 

ScenbIV. Justice t House. 
Enter Justick and Bkjdgst. 

yutt. Odds life, Bridget, you are enough to make 
one madl I tell you he would have decdved a chief 
justice : the dog seemed as ignorant as my clerk, and 
talked of honesty as if he had been a churchwarden. 

Bri. Pho! nonsense, honesty! What had you to 
do, pray, with honesty? A fine business you have 
made of it with your Humphry Hum ; and miss, too, 
she must have been privy to it. Lauretta, ay, you 
would have her called so; but for my part I never 
knew any good come of giving girls these heathen 
christian names: if you had called her Deborah, or 
Tabitha, or Ruth, or Rebecca, or Joan, nothing of this 
had ever happened ; but I always knew Lauretta was %^ 
runaway name. 
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yusL Psha, you're a fool. 

Bri, No, Mr. Credulous, it is you who are a fool, 
and no one but such a simpleton would be so imposed 
on. 

yust. Why, zounds, madam, how durst you talk so ? 
if you have no respect for your husband, I should 
think unus quorum might command a little deference. 

Bri. Dont tell me — l/nus fiddlestick ! you ought to 
be ashamed to show 3rour face at the sessions : you 'U 
be a laughing-stock to the whole bench, and a byeword 
with all the pigtailed lawyers and bagwigged attorneys 
about town. 

Just, Is this language for his Majesty's representa- 
tive? by the statutes, it's high treason and petty 
treason, both at once. 

Enter Servant. 

Serv. A letter for your worship. 

yust. Who brought it? 

Serv. A soldier. 

yusf. Take it away, and bum it. 

Brt, Stay. Now you're in such a huny — it is s<Mne 
canting scrawl from the Lieutenant, I suppose, let me 
see— ay, 'tis signed O'Connor. 

yust. Well, come, read it out 

Bri. " Revenge is sweet,** 

Just. It begins so, does it? I 'm glad of that ; 1 11 
let the dog know I 'm of his opinion. 

Bri. ** And though disappointed of my designs 
upon your daughter^ I have still tht satis/action ef 
knowing I* m. revenged ott her unnatural faiher ; /of 
this morning, in your chocolate^ I had the pleasure t» 
administer to you a dose of poison" Mercy on us I 

yust. No tricks, Bridget : come, you know it is np 
^ ; you know it is a lie. 
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Bri. Read it yourself. 

yusL ^* Pleasure to administer a dose of poison" 
Oh, horrible 1 Cut-throat villain I Bridget I 

BrL Lovee, stay, here *s a postscript : ^^N.B, — ' Tis 
not in the power 0/ medicine to save you." 

Just. Odds my life, Bridget ! why dont you call for 
help? I 've lost my voice. My brain is giddy. I shall 
burst, and no assistance. John ! Laury I John 1 

Bri, You see, lovee, what you have brought on 
yourself. 

Enter Servant. 

Serv, Your worship. 

Just, Stay, John ; did you perceive anything in my 
chocolate cup this morning? 

Serv, Nothing, your worship, unless it was a little 
grounds. 

Just. What colour were they ? 

Serv. Blackish, your worship. 

Just. Pi-y^ arsenic, black arsenic. Why dont you 
run for Doctor Rosy, you rascal ? 

Serv. Now, sir? 

Bri, Oh, lovee, you may be sure it is in vain ; let 
him run for the lawyer to witness your will, my life. 

Just. Zounds I go for the doctor, you scoundrel. 
You are all confederate murderers. 

Serv. Oh, here he is, your worship. [Exit. 

Just. Now, Bridget, hold your tongue, and let me 
see if my honid situation be apparent. 

Enter Doctor. 

Doct, I have but just called to inform eh I bless 

me, what 's the matter with your worship? 

yust. There, he sees it already. Poison in' my face, 
in capitals. Yes, yes, I 'm a sure job for the under- 
takers indeed. 
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Bri. Oh ! oh 1 alas, doctor I 

yust. Peace, Bridget. Why doctor, my dear old 
friend, do you really see any change in mcf 

Doct, Change 1 never was man so altered : how 
came these black spots on your nose? 

Just. Spots on my nose 1 

Doct. And that wild stare in ywu right eye ? 

Just, In my right ejre i 

Dcct. Plyj and alack, alack, how yon are swelled ! 

Just. Swelled! 

Doct. Ay, dont you think he is, madam? 

Bri, Oh, 'tis in vain to conceal it: indeed, lovee, 
you are as big again as srou were this morning. 

Just. Yes, 1 fieel it now — I'm poisoned. Doctor, 
help me, for the love of justice. Give me life to see my 
murderer hanged. 

Doct. What? 

yust. I 'm poisoned, I say ! 

Doct. Speak out I 

Just. What ! cant you hear me? 

Doct. Your voice is so low and hollow, as it were ; I 
cant hear a word you say. 

Just. I'm gone then; *^hic jacet, many years one 
of his Majesty's justices." 

Bri. Read, doctor. Ah, lovee, the will. Consider, 
my life, how soon you will be dead. 

Just. No, Bridget, I shall die by inches. 

Doct. I never heard such monstrous iniquity. Oh, 
you are gone indeed, my friend ; the mortgage of your 
little bit of clay is out, and the sexton has nothing to 
do but to close. We must all go, sooner or later— high 
and low. Death 's a debt : his mandamus binds all 
alike. No bail, no demurrer. , 

yust: Silence, Doctor Croaker; will you cure me^ 
Of will you not? | 

Digitized by Google I 



ST. PATRICK'S DAY. 093 

Doet. Alas 1 my dear friend, it is not in my power, 
but I *U certainly see justice done on your murderer. 

yiut» I thank you, my dear friend, but I had rather 
see it myself. 

Doct* Ay, but if you recover, the villain will escape. 

Bri, Will he ? then indeed it would be a pity you 
should recover. I am so enraged against the villain, I 
cant bear the thought of his escaping the halter. 

yust. That's very kind in you, my dear ; but, if it's 
the same thing to you, my dear, I had as soon recover, 
notwithstanding. What, doctor, no assistance 1 

Doct. I'fecks, I can do nothing; but there's the 
German quack, whom you wanted to send from town ; 
I met him at the next door, suid I know he has antidotes 
for all poisons. 

yust. Fetch him, my dear friend, fetch him : I '11 
get him a diploma if he cures me. 

Doct, Well, there's no time to be lost ; you continue 
to swell immensely. [Exit. 

Bri. What, my dear, will you submit to be cured by 
a quack nostrum-monger? For my part, as much as I 
love you, I had rather follow you to your grave than see 
you owe your life to any but a regular bred physician. . 

yust, I am sensible of your affection, dearest ; and 
be assured nothing consoles me in my melancholy 
situation so much as the thought of leaving you behind. 

Enter Doctor, and Lieutenant disguised. 

Doct. Great luck ; met him passing by the door. 

Lieut. Metto dowsei pulsum, 

Doct. He desires me to feel your pulse. 

Just. Cant he speak English ? 

Doct, Not a word. 

Lieut. Palio vivem mortem soonem. 

Doct, He says you have not six hours to live. 
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Lieu^. I am, sir, and proud of both. 

yust. The two things qo earth I most hate ; so I 'II 
tell you what— renounce your country and sell your 
commissioo, and 1 11 forgiTe you. 

Lieui. Harkye, Mr. Justice— if you were not the 
father of my Lauretta, I would pull your nose for 
asking the first, and break yoiu: bones fear desiring the 
second. 

/>«:/. Ay, ay, you 're right. 

^Msi. Is he? then I 'm sure I most be wrong. Here, 
sir, I give my daughter to you, who are the most 
impudent dog I ever saw in my life. 

LUuU Oh, sir, say what you please ; with such a 
gift as Lauretta, every word is a compliment. 

Bri, Well, my lovee, I think this will be a good 
subject for us to quarrel about the rest of our lives. 

Just, Why, truly, my dear, I think so, though we 
are seldom at a loss for that. 

Doct. This is all as it should be. My Alexander, I 
give you joy, and you, my little god-daughter ; and now 
my sincere wish is, that you may make just such a wife 
as my poor dear Dolly. 
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